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Punch, November 2 1953 


Under a sky whose colour is a silvery variation on a theme of blue ...High above the comfortable 


valley, but still as far as ever from the ancient, lonely peaks ... . Content for a moment with 


oneself, with one another and even with all the world... And for perfection one thing more— 


EVEN 
Abdulla‘ Virginia’ No. 7, 20 for 3/11 — b y ABDULLA 


ABDULLA & COMPANY LIMITED « 173 NEW BOND STREET «© LONDON WI! 
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The lightning fast and velvet smooth 
HUMBER SUPER SNIPE 
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For Transcontinental performance 


The car that smashed the London-Capetown record, the Humber Super Snipe 
speeds you across continents as casually as it takes you over to the club for a 
round of golf. Quite the most poised and comfortable of all the really fast cars. 


Ring your distributor or dealer for a trial run... into a New Era of Finer 


puereunrenersss 


Motoring. Even at very high speeds the immensely powerful Humber Blue Riband 


o.h.v. Engine scarcely raises its voice above a whisper. White wall tyres, optional extra. 


Motor Car Manufacturers 
Humber Limited 


By Appointment to the 
late King George VI 






A PRODUCT OF THE ROOTES GROUP 





HUMBER LIMITED COVENTRY © LONDON SHOWROOMS & EXPORT DIVISION: ROOTES LTD. DEVONSHIRE HOUSE PICCADILLY W.' 





Comfy Bedtime/ 


The WINDAK Blanket is always 
ready in the bed waiting to give 
“all-over-the-bed” warmth . . a 
welcome to sleep. And you can 
sleep with the WINDAK switched 
on—ideal for chills and aches— 
because its special transformer 
reduces high voltage to a harm- 
less 24 volts. (We should have 
liked to do away with the ex- 
pensive transformer but it is 
a safety factor which makes 
WINDAK unrivalled). 
Three heats are provided— 
high, medium and low. 
Current consumption of this 
unique SAFETY electric 
blanket is small. There are 
double, single and twin-bed 
models. 


THE GREAT 


SAFETY FACTOR 
HIGH VOLTAGE 
REDUCED TO 24 VOLTS 








Send a post card today for full 
descriptive leaflet with prices and the 
name of your nearest Windak stockist. 


WINDAK LTD., WOODSIDE, POYNTON, CHESHIRE 


wr 
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lor the smart woman 
who travels by car, air or train, a 
*Motoluxe’ coat provides comfort, warmth, 
and a delicious sense of well-being. There are 
‘Motoluxe’ travelling rugs and foot muffs too, 
as well as a matching ‘Motoluxe’ hat and 
mitts, all in the finest quality exclusive 
fur fabrics. And don’t forget the 
* Motoluxe’ coat for men! 


Write for name of nearest stockist 
LEE BROTHERS (OVERWEAR) 
54 Regina St., London, N.W.1. 


LTD., Queen Street Works 
1848—Established over 100 years—1953 





There is no doubt 
about it being “ suit- 
able’’ if you give 
ANTLER Travel 
Goods—an elegant 
gift which reflects 
the good taste of the 
donor. 


ANTLER 


TRAVEL GOODS 





JE REVIE 


‘RO SibK 
| DANS LA NUIT 


From the better stores, chemists and hairdressers 





| PARIS 


120 Fog. ST HONORE 
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Ladies please note! 
The ANTLER 
Companion Case 
(75/6 inc. Tax) has 
been designed 
especially for you 
—drop him a hint. 





J 8 BROOKS & CO. LTO. BIRMINGHAM 3 
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LONDON 62 GROSVENOR ST. W.i. 
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3 ) 7 Vj Wuat a wonderful Christmas it will be! What lovely, 

y (| ‘ lovely presents they'll make! Far nicer things-—for 
() Z - everyone—than you've ever given before. And all this 

r i“ “4 if you fill your Christmas stockings with perfectly 

wy) fitting, perfectly tailored lingerie and stockings by 

6 ‘ 

U +0 


Kayser Bondor. After all, every woman is a 


al : Kayser Bondor collector at heart and no other gifts 
: can be more luxurious, yet more practical . . . look so 
pate yet wash and wear so well . . . no other gifts can 


say “Happy Christmas” so beautifully, yet be so tactful 
i 


about your own appreciation of quality and value. 


For Mother: A really comfortable wool or wool mixture 
nightdress . . . because she does feel the cold so, but loves to 
look pretty, too. From $9/ 11. 


For Your Sister-in-law: A dream of a nightdress in 
drifting nylon, spellbound with frills and flounces . . . 
because she adores luxurious nighties; hates troniny them. 
From 49/11, 


For Your Friend tA ectly tailored slip, classically plain 
in satin or crepe, or lace trimmed in crepe, nylon jersey 
or tricot—cut with the impeccable fit and finish that says 
Kayser Bondor . . . because she's practical, but has an eye 
for beauty, too, From 13/11. 

For Your Daughter : Easy-going, hard-wearing pyjamas in 
— rayon, printed or plain, .. because Kayser Bondor 

lesign and finish are just right for the active young 
woman, who is careless about stress and strain, careful 
about smartness, From 25/6. 


For Your Niece : The most perfectly fitting brassieres she 
ever wore pe the prettiest —s lips in Ref saeee or 
crepe—j flounced, ‘im or . +» berause 
she’s young ay; likes a trim fit got fowinn lines. 
Brassieres from 43 and hip-slips from 1$/11. 

For Everyone : Stockings, stockings, stockings ... because 
there’s a stocking for everyone's taste. Indispensable 
nylons, and stockings in silk mixture and lisle, too -—all in 
6 sizes, 84” to 11” with 3 leg lengths to a size. 
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DR. BARNARDO’S HOMES 


(Still depend on Your support) 


7,000 children in our care are hoping you will be their 
Father Christmas. Please remember them. 


CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


of any amount will be warmly welcomed. 


10 would help to feed 

* our family. 
Cheques, ete. (crossed), payable ** Dr, Barnardo's Homes”, should 
be sent to 4 Barnardo House, Stepney Causeway, London, E.1. 
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Grace the occasion 


M-W.55 


Veen acceplidble Present 


LIGHTS THE BEDROOM 


ELECTRIC ALARM 


ih 


ELECTRIC CLOCK . 


A HAPPY REMINDER CF THE GIVER 
ALL THE YEAR ROUND 


Goblin Teasmade automatically makes tea while you 
sleep or work. it boils the water, makes the tea, 
lights the room and calls you with freshly made 
tea at any pre-set time—and always it’s a reliable 
electric clock. 
POPULAR MODEL 
DeLuxe Model (as illus.) Price £12.16.6 plus P.T. 4 mortified design giving 


. the same service as the 
(excluding crockery) of any Electrical Dealer or Store ap engivers y 


aa Price 27.19. 6. 
(Shade 9/6.) Pius P.T. 


GOBLIN (@) %eas 


THE BRITISH VACUUM CLEANER & ENGINEERING CO, LTD., 
Dept. P.A., Goblin Works, Leatherhead, Surrey. 
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Down in Somerset we like our revolutions to be successful rather than noisy. 
The latest one is so successful that for once we think a bit of noise about 
it may not be out of place, It’s a shoemaking revolution. 


We’re now making shoes in Somerset by moulding the complete soles and heels 
directly on to the leather uppers in one operation. There’s no nailing, no sticking, 
no stitching, yet the bond is permanent. 


In fact when shoes made by this process are tested. to-destruction it’s the leather 
or the rubber that gives first, not the join. 


We’re using the term ‘ Torflex’ for all shoes made this way. Children’s only, at present. 
Shoes made by this method are stronger, tougher, harder wearing and much more flexible. 
As well as doing away with repair bills they actually cost less to buy. 


Four years of pioneering effort have gone into ‘ Torflex’. We have started off in 


Somerset a revolutionary new process which will undoubtedly become a standard 
technique of good shoemaking in the future. 


The revolutionaries? Just as you thought... 








PEPYS AND PASS-BOOKS 


“25th December, 1667— Being a fine, light moonshine 
morning, home round the city, and stopped and dropped 
money at five or six places, which 1 was the willinger 
to do, it being Christmas Day. . . .” 


DIARY OF SAMUEL PEPYS. 


| is only at Christmas-time that money is touched 
with magic. And here it is—being given away 
under the additional spell of moonlight. 


How could the clerk on his high stool at the diarist’s 
Bank translate all this into a debit in a pass-book as 
though it were some prosaic, everyday transaction ? 


Perhaps he didn’t. Perhaps he chewed the end of 
his quill and dreamed of the light that shines in the 
eyes of a child on Christmas Eve and heard the echo 
of happy, conspiratorial whisperings when the stock- 
ings are filled... . 


|“ Truvisca’ — the shirt that’s tailored by Luvisca Limited. It’s amply cut in 
_ coat style—and so hard wearing: it’s made from a Courtaulds’ fabric, a 
| blend of first-quality Egyptian cotton and high-tenacity rayon that’s as 
| handsome as it’s strong. A tunic shirt with two ‘Luvexe’ collars — semi-stiff, 
In our own day at this time of the year those that | PeFens eppearanee, perfect comfort. Pinin colours or etvipes. 


have eyes to see can read the Christmas story of Mig) 
goodwill and good cheer in the Clearing House PYJAMAS 
returns. Who would have thought there was magic 


d : es Old friends, these, and still the best pyjamas 
an romance in statistics r 


ever made — smooth, soft, roomy. Plenty of patterns to 
choose from, including plain colours. We needn’t tell you 
how they wash and wear. 


DISTRICT BANK | COUARATTACHED SHIRTS 


Long-lasting comfort, cut in cout style with semi-stiff 
LIMITED * Luvexe’ collar. Choose from a wide range of colours — 
— . in a variety of patterned weaves. 


LUVISCA Limited Old Vicarage Road, Exeter. 











GRACE... SPACE... PACE 


“ Conveys an air of good living . . . one of the most 
impressive cars in the world today.” THE AUTOCAR. 
“ Unusually generous accommodation for 5 people 
and their luggage. Great power with notable 


smoothness and silence.” THE MOTOR 


JAGUAR 


The finest car of its class in the world 
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“T think I’d like a White Horse 
better than anything” 





P/MMs ALMANACK 


What all the best stars” foretell for 1954 


Throughout the year, Pimm’s will be in conjunction 
with fizzy lemonade (with bubbles in the ascendant), AN ORDINARY EVENT becomes a very special occasion 
indicating success for social engagements. There are | when someone takes the trouble to provide—-among 
indications that the Boat Race will be won by a well- other things—the extra quality cigarette. At Christmas 
" time it is these little gestures which make a world of 
known University, and that Pimm’s will difference. 
play a part in the subsequent celebration. ( i O 
%€ Pimm's deserves umpteen stars in any good = Pp y N 4 
Guide to Enjoyment. Mix it with fizzy lemon- = LA € R Ss $ 
ade. Add ice and top with borage, (or cucumber 


peel) and sliced lemon. —=) | ofhe Quality Cigarette 


also in boxes of 50 
PIMM’S WMO. vue most weAveNLY DRINK ON EARTH i> wild 
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« be : iS ‘ > Si ee After Shave Lotion by Lenthéric with polish- 
Inf r al 4 de P r : " Yup A ed Pewter Tankard in presentation case, 
loo, % oi 57/6 


Other suitable gifts—in the Lenthéric range 
for men: *Overnighter’ (After Shave Lotion, 
Brilliantine and Men's Cologne) 18/9. 
‘Huntsmen’ Set (After Shave Lotion, Brilliantine 
and Shaving Bowl) 16/9 and the old favourite 
* Three Musketeers’ 22/6. 


=— Se 
Quiet, perfect groo > SLttihhtric 


PARIS + 17 OLD BOND STREET LONDON W1 + NEW YORK 








Punch, November 2 1953 


t 


SCHWEPPERVESCENCE 


SopaWs 


bid 


LCOHOLIC 


int ConDlll 


ce oF cngar en 


LASTS THE WHOLE DRINK 


THROUGH 





eo one a 


Punch, November 2 1953 


te, 
Re 
Bett 


Why. 


“by, 
































fl 


it) 


, fi il Nu 


NAAN vous Tita 


‘I’m glad I bought you a 
yeh asert ve VANTELLA shirt’ 


f 


To match every Vantella shirt are two ever smart, ever comfortable 
VAN HEUSEN Collars, unshrinkable like the vAN HEUSEN neckband, long lasting 


like the VAN HEUSEN cuffs. Tailored in at style. Reduced price 46]- 


Pattern card available from : COTELLA, OXFORD STREET, WI 


. rT 
ogee SUE ME 
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OVALTINE 


lhe World's Best 
Nightcap « 









CUP of ‘ Ovaltine’ at bedtime helps 
to relax nervous tensions and promote 
the conditions favourable to natural, 
refreshing sleep. Made from Nature’s 
best foods, its valuable nutritive proper- 
ties, including additional vitamins, assist 
in providing the nourishment to restore the 
tired body and rebuild strength and vitality. 





For these reasons delicious ‘Ovaltine’ has long been 
the regular bedtime beverage in countless homes 
throughout the world. There is nothing like it. 
No other beverage can yive you better sleep. 


Prices in Gt. Britain and N. Ireland: 1/6, 2/6 & 4/6. 
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MAKERS OF FINER CHOCOLATES AND CONFECTIONERY SINCE 1834 









A REGAL 
PLEASURE 
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, J 
CAMEO CHOCOLATES = 
REGAL FRUIT DROPS ee 





FOR YOU AT AGE 55 


If you are not over 45, this is the plan (for women the no 
benefits are slightly different). You make agreed regular ee 
monthly, ge oe or yearly payments to the Sun Life of ae 
Canada. At 55, you er ceive £4,315 plus accumulated 22 

dividends—or £264 a year for life and accumulated divi- ales 
dends, If you are over 45, the benefits are available at ose 
later age. ae 
£3,300 FOR YOUR FAMILY.—Should you not live to is 
age 55, your family would receive £3,300 even if you had my fee 
lived to make only one payment under the plan. Aue 
INCOME TAX SAVED.—lIncome tax payers are entitled ae 
to the appropriate relief from tax on all premiums paid 








under this plan. ‘4 
By filling u be ° and sending the enquiry form(postage 1}. 28 
if unseal i) you can obtain details suited to your per- bs 
— port. vee Or letter will do, The plan can be a 
to fit savings large or small, and the propor- F 
donate cash or pension is in most cases available at ; 
50, 55, 60 or 65. It also applies to sons and daughters who 
would greatly benefit by starting now. =. 
To M. Macaul .- 
(General Manager for Great Britain and Irelaad) ne 
SUN LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY of CANADA 8 
22, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur St., London, S.W.! 4f 
1 should like to know more about your Plan as 8 
advertised, without incurring any obligation. ic 
NAME 
(Mr., Mrs., or Miss) iY 
ADDRESS = 
Occupation : 


Exact date of birth 
(N) Punch 2.11.53. 
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Wherever you travel~ 
gags with 


YEARS 


INSURED LIFE 


Ask for full details of this unique 
Battery Renewal Scheme from 
your local garage or write for list 
of Agents and battery literature. 


(Applicable to home 
market 


wW jth a HM Ca Yan a 
Keng of the oad” 
i CAR BATTERIES 


POSEPH CUCAS t FDO . BIRMINGHAM 


a 





ENGLAND 


\\ 


, 


C Hi RR) BRAIN'DY 


N GREATES DEMAN 


From Maenson Agents everywhere 
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Last week 
the Directors of Accles & Pollock 
gave us a bit of a start 
moving along the corridors at a rattling pace we found them 
holding a skeleton 
tubular steel car chassis six gallons of petrol 
and a brand new sales chart close behind them was a racing 
car manufacturer well in front 
of modern trends 
he is using tubes to lose weight at the 
same time increasing strength 
thus cornering nicely 
ali the grand prizes 
as the idea 
spreads motorists generally 
will benefit from better 
cars and Accles & Pollock 
sales curve will go off 


in lop gear 


Accles @ Pollock Lid + Oldbury + Birmingham + A @ cnrans + Makers and 4 manipulators of seamless tubes, in stainless and other steels. 


° 





Make this a 


Siperspeed 


Christmas 


What a handsome present! A Gillette Superspeed Razor Set 
to start him off with the world’s swiftest, smoothest shave 


every morning for years ahead. 


Quick-action Gillette razor with quick-feed Blue Gillette 
Dispenser — that’s Superspeed Shaving. Twist — the razor’s 
open, click —a new blade in a flash from the quick-feed 
Dispenser, twist —-the razor’s closed ready for a fast, smooth 
shave. And to end the old blade nuisance, the Gillette 
Dispenser has a built-in container for used blades. 


wl 
SS 
“i. 


De-luxe set in lizard grained leath- 
erette with plated rims, containin 

Aristocrat one-piece razor, and 10 
Blue Gillette Blades in Dispenser 
with used blade container 31/- 


Other Gillette Superspeed Sets 
from 6/64, >a 


Another Welcome Gift! 

Four 10-blade Blue Gillette Dispensers 
in a gaily coloured gift pack. Each 
Dispenser contains a handy compart- 
ment for used blades 11/44, 


Gillette Shaving Cream 

The new perfect Shaving Cream, 
containing K.34 an amazingly effective 
antiseptic. Brushless and Lather. 
Standard size 2/34. Giant size 3/6d, 


Gillette 


QUICK-ACTION RAZOR WITH QUICK-FEED BLUE GILLETTE DISPENSER 





Overcoats 


We have an excellent stock of ready-to-wear 
overcoats for all occasions in a wide range 


of styles, materials and patterns. 


MOSS BROS 


OF COVENT GAROEN 
THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 


Junction of Garrick & Bedford Streets, W.C.2 


Temple Bar 4477 AND BRANCHES 
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Jack BARCLAY 


LIMITED 


BERKELEY SQUARE 


LONDON, W.1 * MAYFAIR 7444 
The Largest Official Retailers exclusively for ROLLS-ROYCE & BENTLEY 













Unruffled « » « Hair groomed with Silvikrin 


Hair Cream adds remarkably to a man’s sense of cool 
self-possession. For Silvikrin Hair Cream really controls 
your hair without gumming or greasiness . . . and 


lasts 3 to 4 times as long as other dressings. Obviously 





it’s something rather better than usual.* 4/- a jar from 
by itself, or with chemists and hairdressers everywhere. 





a sliver of lemon pes * Silvikrin Hair Cream contains 


LILLET 


food, to give your hair the life and lustre 
that come from perfect health. 










The full-strength HAIR CREAM 


(formerly Silvifix) 











Sole Importers : 
Twiss & Brownings @ Hallowes Lid., 
5, Laurence Pountney Hill, London, E.C.4 







2, sti, 
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Made in Britain by Lyle and Scott Ltd., of Hawick, Scotland, & ideal House, Argyll St.. London W.1 


A LOVELY 


IDEA, VICAR, 


and really 
space saving !’’ 


PEL NESTING CHAIRS are ideal 
for all halls and institutes. Won't damage 
floors, silent in use. Easy to clean, simple 
to stack, light to move about. Frames are 

rustproof, stay smart for ages, replacement 
parts always available. Write for 
leaflet illustrating full range. 


EVERY HALL 
WEEDS 


PEL 


NESTING CHAIRS 


RP 
Wood Slats 











MADE BY &) PEL LTD - OLDBURY: BIRMINGHAM. 4 @ COMPANY 


LONDON SHOWROOMS ; 15, HENRIETTA PLACE, W.1. 


GLASOOW OFFICE ; 60, WELLINGTON STREET, C.2. BATH OFFICE: 7, NORTH PARADE, BATH 


rew/vHles 


PATRON: HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN. 


PRESIDENT: 


H.R.H. THE DUKE OF GLOUCESTER. 


CANCER | 


RESEARCH * 


HE great struggle against this 
disease never ceases. As you read 
these words, someone, somewhere 
is working, testing, experimenting 


. . » Vital research now being done 


depends on the funds of the 
British Empire Cancer Campaign. 
Will help? Your gift or 
legacy cannot do a nobler work 
for humanity. 


you 


Please send your gift direct to the Hon. Treasurer, Sir Charles Lidbury, 


BRITISH EMPIRE CANCER CAMPAIGN 


(DEPT. P) 11, GROSVENOR CRESCENT, LONDON, S.W.1. 
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Is there any heaven so satisfying as a deep (and far from contemporary) 





atmchair before a grandly wasteful fire with Sobranie at your elbow ? 
In pipe or cigarette, Sobranie is the best of excuses for keeping yourself 


to yourself. Through its smoke-rings, Television will already be three- 


dimensional and radio far more acceptable than the real thing. In its 


atoma domesticity is bliss indeed, and in its deep satisfaction even the 


weather becomes a blessing —it keeps you happily and very much at 





home. If smoking has no close season at least it has its favourite moments 


—and for the Sobranie smoker most of them are in winter time... 


BALKAN SOBRANIE TURKISH 
for connoisseurs who know 
that Yenidje leaf is the 
only possible choice 
for discerning palates. 


SOBRANIE VIRGINIA NO. 40 
add the hereditary 
genius of Sobranie to 
a choice of the golden 
leaf of old Virginia. 
5/9 for 25 


SOBRANIE BLACK RUSSIAN 
were first made to 
delight a Russian Grand 
ag —_ — leaf 
in blac per gold tipped. 
7/6 tor 25. 





SOBRANIE STRAIGHT CUT 
a pleasure you can 
repeat without becoming 
its slave, and the price 
is good news for all 
Virginia lovers. 4/- for 20 





COCKTAIL SOBRANIE make 
all occasions special 
occasions—Virginia leaf 
in a choice of five 
coloured papers, gold 
tipped. 5/6 for 20 





BALKAN SOBRANIE Smoking 
Mixture adds a touch of 
Turkish, Virginia No. 10 
a touch of sigar leaf 
to rich Virginian—both 
are touches of genius, 

5/3 per ounce 


IF YOU RESIDE ABROAD and have difficulty in obtaining Sobranie Cigarettes 
or Pipe Tobaccos, please write for duty free prices or name of agent. 
The new Sobranie Illustrated catalogue is yours for the asking post free, 


2: SOBRANIE LIMITED ° 136 CITY 





— 
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It’s ODD how quickly we can 
tire of some special pleasure 
—while the simple good 
things stay as fresh and as 
appetizing as ever... . year 
in, year out. 


Hovis 


GIVES YOU THE HEART OF THE WHEAT 





You'll 
be glad 
you gave 


MITHS 


DE LUXE 
WATCHES 


GLAD because they 

ate so wonderfully 

accurate and dependable 

and are unconditionally guaranteed 
for twelve months. 

GLAD because your Jeweller was 
able to help yon make a reall 
appropriate choice from a wide 
and beautiful range. 


FOR HER, 6.211, 
1S jewel ladies 
watch in chrome 
and stainless steel 


of the world! 


The watch which 
Sir Edmund Hillary case. Arabic and 
carried to the top of : baton figures, sil- 
Everest | \-, “/f vered dial. £8,12.6, 
Everest Model A.409. ‘ . 

1S jewels, 28 mm. 

dial. Luminous spots. 

410.0.0. 


SMITHS ENGLISH CLOCKS LTDO., LONDON, 
The Clock & Wetch Division of S$. Smith & Sons (England) Led, 
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BY APPOINTMENT TABLE SALT AND PEPPER 
MANUFACTURERS TO THE LATE KING GEORGE V1. 
CEREBOS LIMITED 


Ip NG stle ob GE lage 


THE SALT OF HOSPITALITY 


hh any home 


CSTD 


W ben the South Sea Bubble burst in 1720 
Lots of investors lost plenty. 

But not those who knew the golden rule :— 
It's wisest to invest in Wool. 


There is no substitute for 


—— OO” See 





No one ever says No to 


ackinlosh’s 


-or mistletoe! 


INS LTD + HALIFAIG 
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When you let the walls go hang... 


If you are tired of plain walls and long to hang paper, you’re a post-war 
thinker. If you vote for Regency stripes and stars you’re up-to-the-minute— 
but no further. If you carry an open mind to Sanderson 
; of Berners Street you may be the sort of person 

who can anticipate a fashion. We bow. 


Now what of your furniture? . . . for the paper 
you choose must pay tribute to that. This tiny olive green stripe, for instance . . . 

And which of our fabrics? . . . But then you need no telling. You only 

need to be shown. ‘Tabourets and taffetas, brocatelles and 
brocades, Milanese and Viennese, lucid Scandinavian 

prints and coarse Scottish weaves which curiously echo 

them . , . You could travel the world and find 
no such rarities. Moreover... 


ARTHUR SANDERSON & SONS LTD., 
$2/$3 BERNERS STREET, LONDON, W.1. & 6/7 NEWTON TERRACE, GLASGOW, C.3 








Punch, November 2 1953 


Xix 








= 
~~ 
Wat 4 
RATS 
tT 


\> 





That Christmassy packing, 


The gleaming 
out-of-this-world packaging 
that Jacqmar have 
invented for this year's 
giving makes their 
fabulous scarves and 


cravats doubly exciting 





as presents. 
Ready to give yey j Write for illustrations oe 7 
and Fun to open of newest scarves. 


( Aquisite sheets, pillowcases and towels by 


* *e y Jacqmeur Horrockses 


SCARVES @ CRAVATS 


Tel : Mayfair 6111 





It moves in the right circles... 























Angiepoise, the singular lamp of multipte 
uses, makes everything so easy. Its 
pleasant concentrated beam lures you, 
positively lures you, to get on with that 
writing, those long-deferred letters, your 
knitting, or even to drop everything for 
that new book from the library. Once 
you've used it you wonder how you ever 
managed without it! At a gentle finger 
touch it takes any position you need, 
without sagging or drooping, and its 25 or 
40 watt bulb saves a lot of electricity. 
At all good stores or electricians or send 
for booklet to Dept. 26, 


Black or Cream £4,14.8. 
Cream and Gold Mottled £5.66, 


Anglepoise 


_Sole Makers: HERBERT TERRY & SONS LTD + REDDITCH WORCS 














PLASTICS... 
for Aztecs to Zulus 


Now many are the customers 

Whom we supply with plastics, 

From Picts and Scots and Men of Kent 
to Eskimos and Aztecs, 


The G.P.O. and M.O.S, 

Our list of names embraces 

Waile VAUXHALL, FORD and REGENTONE 
Have put us through our paces, 


MURPHY too, and FRIGIDAIRE 
And others we can’t rhyme, 

All know that Ekco-moulded parts 
Will stand the test of time. 


These are all we've room to mention 
In the space that we're allowed — 
But quite enough to prove 

That EKCO do you proud. 


FOR PLASTICS CONSULT t KCO0 


* Send for our fully illustrated brochure entitled 
‘Plastics for Industry’ 


COLE LTO. SOUTHEND-ON-SEA, ESSEX 


Members of the British Plastics Federation 











CAR HIRE 


sponsored by the world famous 
ROOTES GROUP 


with service throughout the world 


BRITAIN’S FINEST CARS 


CHAUFFEUR DRIVER OR SELF DRIVE 


BRITISH AND CONTINENTAL TOURS ARRANGED 


LINGUIST CHAUFFEURS 


CLIENTS MET AT DOCK OR AIRPORT 


ROOTES) 


CAR HIRE 


Abbey Hall, Abbey Road, London, N.W.8 
Phone: CUNningham 514! Cables: Rooteshire London 


nn IOI IOLA SLIT" 
Overseas booking facilities available through Rootes Group 
Regional Representatives and Distributors in 132 countries 
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In 5 popular styles 


wove ts There is no other collar 
like a Van Heusen.* 
Designed for men who 
appreciate comfort, lasting 


Classical shape. An 
old favourite an 
stil] very popular. 


smartness and economy, 
Van Heusen semi-stiff 
collars are now available 
in five distinctive shapes 
in white—Style numbers 
1, 11, 52, 77 and 99. All 
reduced from3/6to3/-each. 


STYLE 52 * Woven in one piece, no 
The latest spread seams, 

collar style, with * Pre-shrunk multi -ply 
are a eee fabric lasts longer. 

* Always remains semi-stiff. 


* Contour woven to fit the 
neck, 


STYLE 99 * Woven-in fold line gives 
Similar to Style 11 perfect setting. 
but with longer * Made from 100% Egyptian 


ee cotton. 


now 3!'- each 


Q Van Heusen 


semi-stiff COLLARS 








“She Bost of the Bunch 





MACKENZIES 





For over one hundred years Mackenzie's have 


been shipping the finest Sherry and Port. 
“Pino Perla” Sherry, an ideal aperitif, 
delights the eye with its glorious golden 
hue and charms the palate with its 
subtle, pleasing flavour. 
“Regal” Tawny Port is a wine 
of character renowned 
for its mellow, 


heartening 


pt 


Fino Perla Sherry — Regal’ Tawny Port 


MACKENZIE & CO. LTD. 


20, EASTCHEAP, LONDON, E.C.3. JEREZ & OPORTO 
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* You asked for Benson @ Hedges cigarettes, Sir?” 





For occasions when the merely good ae 
London or Paris or Singapore 


must yield place to the unquestionable Just as surely 94. che maperencel, Oneervant travelies 
can name those rare qualities which give distinction to 

B aH. ‘ famous hotels throughout the world—from London 
best, ENSON and EDGES prov ide Lisbon and Paris, to Melbourne, Nassau and 
Singapore —so will he notice, on his varied journeys, 


their Super Virginia Cigarettes made | _ how often Benson & Hedges Super Virginia cigarettes 


from London have freshly travelled the self-same path 





from the finest of fine tobaccos .... 





When only the best well de 





BY APPOINTMENT 
meitenmoctoncew, BENSON & HEDGES LTD + OLD BOND STREET - LONDON 








in bat G, MM Ne + A 
Min Nn tn 
ndverdisthint 


Few men have the ideal proportions of the man in an 





advertisement: some are shorter and broader, some 


BY ROYAL COMMAND 
thinner and taller than others, That's why Harrods 


q ? - esr ‘ 
carry such amazingly comprehensive size ranges ... to Take = shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. 


Marcovitch, who, a hundred years ago, was 
ensure a good fit for every man, no matter what his 


making his cigarettes in an obscure room near 
proportions. For instance, you can chocse a suit Piccadilly knew that their excellence had made 
from a range of 189 fittings... in styles, colours | him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch Cigarettes 
; have been made to the same high standards 

and materials right for every occasion ; and 
as won the approval of that Eminent Personage 

shirts up to I9in. collar with 3 sleeve lengths Ee 

P th 3 sleeve lenge and his friends ; they are rolled of the very 
to each size... in a host of patterns finest tobacco, for the pleasure of those whose 


and shades. Yes, from every point palates appreciate perfection. 
of view — selection, quality and 
price—you've a better choice 


at Harrods Man's Shop. 


or 


& j (areovitoh 


BLACK AND WHITE 


cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for 5/5 


ilso BLACK AND WHITE 
MARRODS LTO SM OKING MIXTURE 
2 oz. tin 9/6 
LONDON swi 


ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD 
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On the Extreme and Regrettable Brevity of Winter 


Y INTER is where the spring and autumn mect; 
A brief, brief season, fortunate yet fleet, 
Exiguous, yet sublime. 
Autumn is long, and spring is longer still, 
But winter is a tiny little time, 
The time when stars are bright above the hill, 
And evenings are astonishingly chill, 
And pipes go pop, and swells the plumber’s bill; 
When hedges are immaculate with rime, 
And the enchanted bells of Christmas chime. 


Consider autumn. This is when the leaves 
Turn brown and tumble, and the shivering beeves 
Wisely and gravely wend 
Their way from pasture to the hay-warm stall; 
When thundering dons deplore the Current Trend, 
And writhing fogs upwreathe, and pheasanta fall. 
Stout autumn hastens not; he loves to crawl, 
Showering his benefits on one and all, 
And only halts, and, grinning, greets his end, 


When the New Year comes breezing round the bend. 


By then the spring is lurking in the wings, 
With violets, mud and other pretty things. 

She steps upon the stage 
Whenever winter fumbles for his cue. 

Small wonder he is sometimes in a rage; 
His reign is noble, but his days are few, 
And every one brings evidence anew 
That spring (her eyes, as ever, wet with dew) 

Has somehow set her mark upon his page, 

Blunting with youth the rigour of his age. 


Here, at this draughty corner of the street, 

For a brief moment, spring and autumn meet. 
Here, with a jovial wheeze, 

Old autumn hails her; and (though very shy) 

She chats with him, as friendly as you please— 
He with his cod-like, she wita fawn-like eye— 
Until she bids the ancient rip good-bye, 

And reigns from January till July. 

While they are talking, neither of them sees 

Little King Winter, lost between their knees. 

R. P. Lister 
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Space-Crime Continuum 


“He was killed,” grunted Dr. Polycarp, wearily 
stuffing his geiger-counter into his bag, “by epsilon rays, 
or some similar agency, fired from behind at a distance 
of not more than two light years. Tell you more when 


we've had him disintegrated.” 
“Hmph!” snapped Philip Strong. 

| interplanetary crime novel, The Space Case, to 

indicate the kind of difficulty that faces an author 
who tries to have the best of both worlds by combining 
detection and space-travel in one book. Alibis are the 
very devil. With the public demanding ever more 
up-to-date and powerful weapons—the old short-range 
uranium pistol cuts no ice nowadays-—~it is useless for 
the chief suspect to produce the stub of a cinema ticket 
as proof that he was on another planet at the material 
time. What of it? says the reader; the man could have 
bombarded his victim with beta-particles at twice the 
distance, without even bothering to leave his seat. 
And so he could. That’s what Philip Strong had in 
mind when he went on to say “So, on the evidence thus 
far, we can’t exclude anyone who has been within twelve 
billion miles of this place during the last two years!” * 

I’m solving this alibi problem, as a matter of fact, 
by the later discovery of indentations made by a meat 
chopper on the back of the victim’s head (they were 
put there deliberately, after death of course, by the 
murderer, in order to throw suspicion on an old-fashioned 
and rather earthbound Egyptologist); but the device is 
a little thin, and involves some tricky space-time 
adjustments as the plot unfolds. Nor is this the only, 
nor even the most difficult hurdle that has to be sur- 
mounted. The whole science of interplanetary detection, 
as Strong often says, is in its infancy. 

There is also the difficulty of ascertaining whether 
death has, in fact, taken place. The body of Sir 
George Trevose, the astro-physicist, is discovered 
slumped sideways in a Venusian deck-chair, with the 
uncompleted equation “log (—z) (Cos v*s) 7" 
Rdé@ . . .” scrawled in the meteoric dust at its feet. So 
far all is plain sailing. But what is Strong going to do 
to make sure that life is extinct? Rip open the front of 
Sir George’s space-suit—and kill him for certain by 
letting in the carbon dioxide for which the atmosphere 
of Venus is notorious? The point, however, is elementary 
and need not detain us. 

In the matter of suspects I strongly advise new- 
comers to this field of fiction to retain at least some of 
the traditional figures of Earthly crime. With the whole 
Universe to pick from there is a temptation, as I well 
know, to look for the murderer among such characters 
as Krool, renegade son of the Hepat of Mars, Tchah his 
radio-active butler, Coreopsis, Queen of Madusia, and 
the sinister Obal ‘Trug, self-styled Gookwar of Bom. 


QUOTE this brief passage from my forthcoming 








* Strong spoke loosely. See, in due course, my Murder on 
Alpha Centauri, where the whole case turns on an error in the 
speed of light made by a blundering local inspector. 





BY 


H. F. BELLIS 


The temptation ought to be resisted. Readers lose 
their grip, if all the suspects are eighteen feet tall and 
have antenne growing out of their heads, and tend 
eventually not to care which of them did it. Also it is 
difficult, without a certain artificiality, to assemble the 
whole lot in the detective’s room in Albany, W.1, for 
the final show-down. 

It is better, I think, to adopt some sort of com- 
promise between the old and the new :— 


Tue Space Case—A Philip Strong Story 
Synopsis of Opening Chapters 
The Author, uncertain whether there is more money 
in interplanetary or detective fiction, has decided to 
combine the two and accordingly attaches himself, in 
the guise of Tony Brack, a typical first-person stooge, 
to the house party of Lapy Trevose, wife of Str Grorae 











































































































































“It's only me.” 


Trevose, the notorious millionaire astro-physicist and 
owner of the space-ship Hermione. Included in the 
house party at the Trevose’s gloomy Shropshire seat are : 

Hucn Trevose, Sir George’s spendthrift son, 
threatened by his father with summary disinheritance 
if he does not immediately renounce his engagement to 

SeMOLINA, an unspoilt Venusian priestess, who is 
being blackmailed by a syndicate of former admirers 
and has to raise 10,000 krim, or the equivalent in 
terrestrial money, by Monday: 

Simon Warwick, confidential secretary to Sir 
George and an ex-Olympic javelin-thrower, now under 
notice for stealing his employer's marijuana cigarettes ; 

Prorrssor Eieo, a left-wing selenographer, whose 
plan to repopulate the Moon is being secretly encouraged 
by Lady Trevose. He is a gifted mimic, but his frequent 
threats against Sir George's life should not be taken too 
seriously according to 

Oomru, the half-crazed robot who acts as valet to 
the Professor and is subject to fits of homicidal rage it 
a rare South American lubricant, unknown to Western 
mechanical engineering, is poured into his gearbox. 

When, late on Friday night, this likely lot is joined 
by Pumair Srrona, a detective so well-bred as to be 


practically indistinguishable from a racehorse, the 


Author's sole remaining anxiety is lest the murder of 


his host should take place before he has had time to 
mancuvre the whole party into surroundings less 
hackneyed than a Shropshire library. To obviate this 
risk he (or rather Tony Black) suggests that a midnight 
trip in the Hermione would be fun. ‘Venus is nice at 
this time of the year,” yawns Strong, and Lady Trevose, 
who has been stabbing absent-mindedly with a stiletto 
at a photograph of a Martian princess she has just found 
in her husband’s desk, enthusiastically agrees. Nobody 
notices Semolina’s preoccupied look .. . 


It will be seen that I have kept all these suspects, 
and their motives, well within the bounds of the averaye 
reader's credulity ; and it is wpon their movements, upon 
the discovery of blow-pipes, cosmic ray projectors, etc., 
in their luggage, that the main interest of the story centres. 
Subsidiary characters—Venusians, the Scorpion-men 
from outer space, a comie Thwapa (or police-sergeant) 
who falls in love with Lady Trevose—ave used purely to 
give Ioeal colour and relieve the tension, 'Pheir irruptions 


are not permitted te interfere with the development of 
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the central the 


problem: 


theme, solution of 


Philip Strong’s 


Strong bent down and, carefully manipulating his 
hydraulically-operated aluminium gloves, removed some 
object invisible to me from the back of the deck-chair. His 
eyes, behind the thick perspex of his helmet, had a withdrawn 
look. 

Three sharp pips in my right ear warned me that Simon 
Warwick was speaking on the intercom. “Quick!” he 
said. “To your right. Wuat are TuEy?! Over.” 

His voice was urgent, and turning in the direction he 
indicated I saw some two hundred dwarfish green creatures 
with hideously elongated glass heads advancing over the 
rim of a nearby crater. 

“My God !” I cried hoarsely. “Roger out,” 

They were closer now, coming towards us at a curious 
loping run, and the utter silence of their approach combined 
with the tritium-bombs that gleamed dully at their waists in 
the thin Venusian sunlight lent them an oddly menacing 
air. “Calling Strong,” I breathed into my mouthpiece, and 
I confess that it was all I could do to keep my voice steady. 
“Have you. seen them? Over.” 

Never have I admired the man more. With barely a 
glance at the intruders he continued his patient sifting of 
meteoric dust through a borrowed hair-net. “Ask them 
what they want,” was all he vouchsafed. 

I took a pace forward and, putting on as bold a front 
as I could command, asked the Green Men by signs what 
we could do for them. Instantly they halted their ranks, 
and one who seemed by his dress and bearing to be their 
leader signed back as follows : 

“Hear the word of Toom, Locum of Phut ! We come 
in peace. Only render up unto us one amongst you, that 
the portion of Minrah, Ruler of the Skies, may be accom- 
plished. Else, all must perish.” 

When I had passed the grim message on. to Philip 
Strong he made no comment, save to inquire idly why the 
sign-language employed by these people was so quuintly 
archaic. 

“I don’t know,” I told him, a little impatiently. “It 
is customary on many planets, The point is, what are 
we to do? Give them Hugh Trevose ?” 

“On no account,” he said sharply, screwing a high- 
power magnifying-glass on to the front of his helmet. “I 
have yet to ask that young man what he was doing between 
the hours of eight and nine, mean stellar time, this morning. 
Let them have Semolina.” 

“Semolina !” I gasped. 

“Certainly. She is clearly innocent. She had nothing 
whatever to do with the murder of this unfortunate knight.” 

“But, Philip,” I cried, with a gesture of my enormous 
gauntlets. . . . 


The peint will by this time be clear. Singleness. of 
purpose, a steady, ruthless determination on the part of 
the detective to keep to tke matter in hand, must be the 
guiding star for all who set their hands to the diffieult 
task of interplanetary crime fiction. Hadi Philip Strong 
allowed one of his principal suspects to be handed over 

But I have said too much already. One does not 
want to give the whole thing away before publication. 
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F all the race of Sculptors who aspire 
To win their Fame by bending bits of Wire, 

None was more keen than Raymond Fish; nor less, 
It might be said, encouraged by Success. 
One work of his, called Spirit of the Age, 
Got used in Error for a Parrot Cage; 
A smaller work, O Whither Man Thy Soul ? 
Was keeping roses Upright in a Bowl. 
But, for the Artist, darkness Heralds Day, 
And Mr. Fish, undaunted, Bent away. 
Wire was his world; he asked no other thing 
Of life, save pincers, pliers, and some String. 
Meals, bed, a Steaming bath he did not seek; 
He got them all for Four pounds Ten a week. 


The Joneses, whom he lodged with, often spoke 
To friends most kindly of their Sculptor Bloke. 
Beard or no beard, as quiet as a mouse 

And very useful too about the house; 

Not washing-up, but jobs that called for Art; 
Fixing that chair each time it fell apart— 

“Why, Mum,” cried Lotta, “don’t you think that he 
Could help us decorate the Christmas Tree ? 

We always make them look the same; what fun 
To have this year a really Different one 

Done by a Genius!” Here she turned quite Pink 
And nearly dropped the teapot in the Sink. 

Poor simple Girl, such passion to bestow 

On Mr. Fish, who didn’t care, or know! 


Their supper over, round the fire they sat, 
The Joneses, and their lodger, and the cat. 
“My plan,” the Visionary said, “may best 


By Sketching it on Paper be expressed. 

We will be Bold, break free from Prejudice, 

And make the Tree itself in Wire; like this. 

A Shape will rise whose every Jag or Curve 

As Comment on these Troubled times will serve! 
See in what purest Form I shall combine 

Power, and a marked Economy of Line——” 
**Let’s look,” said Mr. Jones. ‘Well, that’s a tree, 
And I’m Prime Minister of Araby.” 


“Let me,” said Mrs. Jones. “Oh. Mr. Fish, 

May we hang things upon it, if we wish?” 

“Well, I declare,” cried Lotta, really Vexed; 
“Hang Things on Sculpture, Mum; whatever next ? 
And Dad, it’s nearly nineteen-fifty-four ; 

Art doesn’t have to Be things, any more!” 


Next day, a Saturday, saw Lotta through 

Her office work and rushing home by Two. 

She turned the key. She stood a moment dumb; 

Then wailed “You've bought a Proper tree. Oh, 
Mum!” 


“No, dear, you see we'd ordered it, it came. 

I guessed that you'd be angry ail the same, 

Look what a Lovely tree, though! Eight feet high! 
No roots, of course!” (Her Mother heaved a sigh.) 
“And what a job to fix it in the box! 

But there, it’s firm. The earth is old brown socks. 
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I told the boys I’d get some frosty stuff; 
Then, round outside, a pretty paper ruff——” 
“But Mr. Fish! He must have had a Fit,” 
Squealed Lotta; ‘Mum, what did he say to it?” 


No word, as yet; the Man of Wire had been 

All morning in his Ivory Tower, unseen, 

Wrapped in his Work. A notice Decked his door, 
Busy. Leave Meals etc. on the Floor. 

And Lotta parked the tea-tray, clasped her hands 
And whispered “Oh, I hope he Understands! 

Oh, Mr. Fish, will you be Cross if we 

Just hang a few small Oddments on a Tree?” 


Back to the hall she sped. O happy Scene, 

O every Christmas that had ever been! 

The packing-case, the Shredded Cellophane; 
Mum sorting out the Tinsel String again; 

The golden Birds, the Toys, the silver Star, 

Bob shouting “Jim, I’ve found the racing car!” 
Dad hanging up a red glass ball; and then 

The crash, and Mum: “That leaves us only ten”; 
And then the plastic bells; the way they slid, 
And bounced, and Disappeared; they always did. 
And then the Climax; turning on the Lights— 
Counting them first, five reds and seven whites— 
And then, O Beauty glittering on the air! 

And Mr. Fish! They hadn’t seen him there! 


Poor Lotta paled. (Nay, truly, not a Jones 
But felt a kind of Weakening of the bones.) 
What could she say to Mitigate that Frown? 
They didn’t mean it, they would take it Down? 


Then, as his Face loomed nearer, Lotta knew! 
That was no Frown, just how his eyebrows Grew! 
Indeed, he Smiled! He smiled quite Pleasantly, 
And nodded! “That is what I Call a Tree.” 

“But, Mr. Fish,” gasped Lotta, “aren’t you cross?” 
“Me?” said the Sculptor, seeming at a Loss. 

“The Tree you're making, Mr. Fish. You know.” 
““Me make a Tree,” the Sculptor queried. ‘Oh, 
Now I remember! Ah, these Idle jokes! 

One should not jest with Good and Trusting Folks! 
True, I did make one little thing to-day, 

A small Invention. More I will not say.” 


And nor he did. But Friends who cast an eye 

On Mrs. Jones’s lovely Multi-Dry— 

A novel Clothes Horse, really quite Unique, 

Why, room for all your Washing for the week— 
These Friends would stare and say “It worries me. 
It Looks like something. Yes! A Christmas tree!” 


What of the Sculptor? Had he found his Niche, 
Did he invent a Toasting Fork, grow Rich, 

And cry ‘The World’s mine Oyster, and the Pearl 
Shall be my Bride, this fair and Simple girl?” 


No. Mr. Fish still sculpts with wire, like mad; 
And Lotta thinks he’s horrid, and she’s Glad. 
ANDE 

















Yule Laugh! Yule Roar! 


First Grand Instalment of Readers’ 
Letters 


TIME TO LEG IT 

T was a bitter December night at 
an R.A.F. camp near Blackpool 
in the darkest days of World War II. 
I was batman to Wing-Commander 
Churn, the C.O. and a fine man, and 
stayed in camp pressing his trousers 
for a Christmas party in the officers’ 
mess, when the Sergeant of R.A.F. 
Police detailed me for carol-singing 
duties outside the W.A.A.F. (as they 
then were) quarters. Unluckily I left 
the iron on the trousers and burnt 
them through. Did we grin when we 
got back and found them done 
in! But it wasn’t so funny when 
the “Wingco” came to collect!— 
“Smithy” (name supplied), clo Union 

Jack Club, Waterloo Road, S.E. 


SAW THROUGH HIM 
LAYING the réle of Father 
Christmas for a kiddies’ treat last 

year my hubby made a great fuss 

about the proper “costume” and 

“make-up,” saying it would never do 

for the tots to “rumble” him. But 

when the time came to hand round 
the presents from the “tree,”’ five- 
year-old Clive, a neighbour’s little 
boy, took his gift with a solemn 


Pea ok. 
Se 





“Ha, just the very man I wanted 
to see.” 





Have you sent your 
FUNNIEST XMAS 
X-PERIENCE / 

It is not too late 
to win a Well-built 
BLOCK OF FLATS 
in 
Haywards Heath! 











“Thanks, Flogger.” Judge of my 
hubby’s face when he heard this 
nom-de-plume under which he is 
known to all our “grown-up” pals! 
—(Mrs.) Ida Flogchick, W.6 


WHEN OTHER LIPS 

S the festive season approaches 

in the office where I work in a 
secretarial capacity rules and regu- 
lations rather go by the board. With 
Elise, another girl now married, I 
used to make the mistletoe my 
province, always placing a spray over 
the door of our chief, Mr. Beer. One 
year, when it was my turn to be 
standing under the spray when he 
came out, I waited for the door to 
open, then closed my eyes tight and 
remarked “Merry Christmas, Mr. 
Beer.” Nothing happened, and when 
I looked it was a man who had been 
fixing the radiator. I shall never 
forget how we laughed . . . and that 
was in 1923!—Miss O. Cheesewright, 
clo Galvanized Sheeting Supplies, 


E.C.2 


KNEW HIS STUFF ALL RIGHT 

URING the war a fellow rating 

in my corvette, H.M.S. Flipper, 
often tried to persuade the C.O. to 
transfer him to Physical Training, 
as he claimed to be a fine athlete. 
Christmas Day, 1943, the C.0. came 
on deck and invited him to prove it. 
My pal did a smashing cartwheel and 
went over the side!—B. Fig, Epping. 
(Editor's note: Several readers 
claim this “Xmas X-perience.” We 
are forwarding Reader Fig the 

addresses of all his old shipmates.) 


TWO MINDS AT REST 
ALKING home late one Christ- 
mas Eve from the bank where 

I am employed I suddenly wondered 
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whether I had turned my key in the 
strongroom door, as I was one of 
the two “key-holders” that week. 
Rather than spoil my holiday by 
worry and sleepless nights, I re- 
traced my steps to the bank. Just 
coming out was my fellow “key- 
holder,” who had returned with 
similar misgivings!—Derek Bagfoot, 
32 Westbourne Grove, W.2. 


FLEW OFF THE HANDLE 
( Saree. 1938, I was on the 

dole and nothing for The dinner 
but a tin of pilchards. To make 
matters worse my wife was in bed 
with laryngitis and we were both in 
low spirits. I could not get the lid 
of the pilchards to roll back, and 
took them in to the mistress of the 
house for aid. Saying it was quite 
simple she twisted the handle im- 
patiently and the tin flew from her 
hand and hit the wall. We laughed 
and felt one hundred per cent better, 
and talk to this day of those fishes 
slowly sliding down the wallpaper! 
The mark is still there, a reminder 
that things are never as bad as they 
seem.—Herbert Ward Handle, 1055b, 
Goldhawk Road, W. 


THREE OF A KIND 

HERE was a breakdown on the 

Southern Railway one Christmas 
Eve before the war, and several male 
passengers passed the waiting time 
in the refreshment room. The season 
and the common misfortune broke 
down all barriers and I made friends 
with two gentlemen, one named 
Giggle and the other Chuckle. You 
can imagine the hilarity when I 
handed them my card!—Peter Titter, 
14 The Mergers, Walton-on Thames. 
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THE STOCKING : or Christmas with Kafka sy axrnony rpoweit 


YVERYBODY had been talking about it for 
months, so that K. realized that it must arrive 
sooner or later. In fact whenever he had assured 
them in moments of delay that he himself was 
“coming in a moment” they had always 
reminded him “So is Christmas”; with the result 

that he felt sure that one day he would wake up to find 
that he had been overtaken, through no fault of his own, 
by the event itself. Now, from where he lay on his 
crumpled pillow, he could just see the stocking hanging 
limply from the brass rail of the bed. Fraulein Grilpanz 
had persuaded him to put it there, suggesting that F——— 
Ch——— might bring K. a present. Peering at the 
stocking, he felt certain now that its shape was distorted 
from the one it had possessed the night before. K. 
hoped that he would not himself be expected to climb up 
the chimney, even if F--— Ch-—-— had come down it. 
He almost wished he were going to the office that day, 
as was his normal routine. 

K..’s landlady, who usually brought him his breakfast, 
was late that morning, and when she appeared, instead 
of his accustomed coffee and rolls she was carrying on 
the tray a plum pudding with a sprig of holly placed on 
the top; though one could not tell what precise purpose 
these green leaves and red berries served. “Am I to 
eat it?’’ K. asked, half raising himself in the bed. The 
landlady did not answer at first. Then she said rather 
crossly ‘‘Friulein Grilpanz cooked this plum pudding 
for you. There will be mince pies later.” ‘I would 
rather have dry Brod,” said K., making a joke; but his 
landlady did not laugh. The first few mouthfuls assured 
K., that she had spoken the truth about Fraulein Grilpanz 
having made the pudding. 

When he had finished the pudding, not without 
difficulty, K. began to wonder again about the changed 
shape of his stocking, which had previously disturbed 
him when he had seen it on first waking up that morning. 
He hoped it was not some present that would bring him 
displeasure ; and, without wishing to generalize, he began 
to feel fairly sure that he would not like F——- Ch———’s 
present, whatever it was. Just then the landlady shouted 


through the door that the Waits were going to begin their 
singing. ‘I thought the Waits came at night as a rule,” 
said K. “This Christmas they are coming in the morn- 
ing,” said his landlady, but offered no explanation. K. 
felt suddenly tired, and wondered if it mattered much 
whether the Waits performed or not. Then suddenly the 
Waits began to sing very loud. A threat seemed implicit 
in their words. Good King Wenceslas looked owt. Why 
should the king have had to look out if he were good, K. 
wondered. He felt humiliated to be lying in bed so late 
in the morning listening to singing he did not fully 
understand. He wondered, too, if he would not be wise 
to look out himself. 

The Waits stopped their singing and playing at last, 
and K. began to worry again about his stocking, the 
shape of which seemed to be slowly changing. It 
occurred to him that F——- Ch—— might have brought 
a present that was actually alive. K. could not under- 
stand why Christmas should seem such a difficult season. 
At that moment there came a knock at the door. K. 
listened intently because he half suspected that it might 
be Fraulein Grilpanz herself, come up to make sure he 
had finished the plum pudding. He hastily disposed of 
the few remaining crumbs, and said ‘Come in,” at the 
same time pulling the eiderdown close up under his chin. 
“Here is the mistletoe,” said Fraulein Grilpanz, who 
now appeared in the room. When she said this she gave 
him a significant but incomprehensible look. She 
glanced round the room as if to decide where best the 
mistletoe should hang. 

Out of curiosity K. propped himself up in bed to 
watch her movements. ‘Where would you like it, 
Herr K.?” she asked at last, after trying various places 
for the mistletoe, such as suspending it from a coat- 
hanger in the wardrobe. K. answered her inquiring look 
by indicating, with his foot under the blanket, the piece 
of furniture by his bed. ‘Actually the place where I 
put it is not very important, as you must know yourself,” 
she said. ‘‘What matters is your own attitude to my 
decision.” K. felt irritated by this comment, but did not 
dispute it. ‘‘I think the same reasoning could very well 
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pee well. 


** Here’s a rather nice one with ‘Peace on Earth’ on it.’ 


apply to the present F—— Ch may or may not 
have brought me,” he replied. Fraulein Grilpanz seemed 
disconcerted by this mention of the stocking. ‘‘ Perhaps 
you would rather that I took it away and examined it 
before you did so yourself?’ she asked. K. said that he 
would much prefer her to follow that course. “In that 
case you may not need the mistletoe either?” she sug- 
gested, tentatively. However, K. said he would keep the 
mistletoe. He did not know quite why he decided this. 
He watched her untie the stocking from the bedpost. 
He had attached it with somewhat complicated knots. 
She carried it out in such a way that it was still impossible 
for him to tell for certain whether or not any additional 
object was contained therein. He was not sure that 
Fraulein Grilpanz bad been altogether pleased by thir, 
interchange of conversation. She had shat the door 
behind her rather noisily. K. thought that if Christmas 
Day was to be as difficult as this, Boxing Day would 
probably be even more disturbing. 








Chelsea 


N Chelsea nowadays the morning starts 

With bowler hats and polished shoes that go 
Towards the city. Who, I want to know, 
Now plays the old authentic Chelsea parts, 
The carefully derelict minds and withered hearts, 
The hands that shook too much to paint? And, oh, 
Where are the bald young men who talked as though 
Blank failure were the highest of the arts? 
Only the football club still carries high 
The smouldering flambeau of the old tradition. 
Chelsea means Football now: the artistry: 
The proper genius for inanition: 
Promise and failure: sad fans homeward bound: 
Tatters of Celtic twilight on the ground. 

Peter Dickrnson 


Caffs, Pools and Bikes 


the old bike out and hop it down the garage caff, 

the caff that’s up the top, not down the bottom. 
Into my yellows, belt up the old black mack, buckle a bag- 
strap round the gut, canvas to rubber that, and up aloft 
my mica peaker, oil-green has-been gained a week 
ago... and dear old Trinidad we're off along the old 
white line and down the caff before the traffic copper up 
upon his beat has bat his blinking eye. 

And “Hi-yah, Cyril!” ‘‘Glass of fizz, Cecil?” That’s 
the way it goes! A Sherbet Quench for Herbert down 
the greasing bench—but me for a cup of you-and-me, 
portion of custard tart and packet of fags, and then 
we're down to what we want, our pools. Night schools 
isn’t in it when the boys get cracking at their coupons. 
Suck-a-stub frowns come creeping on their faces, dark 
vicious fissures deep as sin, horrible to see it is, and then 
to think what ponderings go on in there! Wanderers or 
Wednesday? Spurs prevail on Arsenal? Where will the 
Orient be come Saturday—gone west? That is the way 
the wind blows round them foreheads pressed in awful 
thought—scratching their nappers off, twitching to beat 
the band, buttons to left of them, buttons to right, no 
single man with fingernail unbit upon his either hand— 
it makes a fellow proud to sit among a crowd like that, 
and not a little bit afraid. 

Another slice of Bakewell, please! Fruit Nip, Fred ? 
Shake well the bottle then-—there’s sounds of revving 
up this night! Revving in mind and revving in body! 


I ‘ NOW what I like? Best of the lot? I like to get 


Bikes on the go! See now a slow articulated guided right 
inside for filling up, gas for machine, tea and a slice for 
man, and nice indeed to see the petrol feeds about—green, 
red and orange, as bright a range of colours as you'll see 


in a day-long drive . . . while on our air that smells of 
good clean grit (no messy leaves) the richer smell of 
petrol sits, odours of oil and smoking rubber weave a 
spell about our motors—soaking their scrim with grease; 
a hub or then an axle gets a rub from blokes who go about 
repairs with vimly vigour (grimmer affairs within their 
minds, figures of graver permutation revving there) . . . 
while raise your eyes and there’sthe picture of a speed-ace 
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racing round an advert for an additive, or drop them 
in a peacock pool of petrol staining the bone-grey compo 
floor with all its rainbow glory, drop them and adore! 

Char, Charlie? Slice of dick for Richard? Cut it 
thick! No place they say like home? Don’t make me 
laugh! There’s no place like our caff! And you can have 
your Margates, Monte Carlos too—the caff’s enough for 
me, closer to heaven our caff than any other gaff you 
please, that is the place a man can sit and think in peace 
and drink his tea adrift in reveries of referees. 

Yet—trouble lies a-lurk in every paradise! There’s 
darkness lies ahead—as I can see too well. For while 
the Old Firm’s working steady on its perms—it works 
its own destruction. What drives us on to kill the thing 
we love? For Lord above that’s what we’re up to when 
you get down to it. Every cross we place upon our 
coupons brings us nearer to the cross we fear to bear, 
yet hope for . . . don’t you see we’re weaving rope to 
hang ourselves? We're out to hit the jackpot, eh? The 
jackpot’s out to hit us, I would rather say—and hit 
us hard. For once we win it—then it’s Good-bye 
Caff! Good-bye to all such simple joys! Good-bye old 
bike, good-bye to the boys! Sit in a caff with sixty 
thousand sitting in the bank? No thank you! After 
all, we’re human, only that; we'll go the way that all 
flesh goes, the flash way up the Dilly where to-night’s 
the night and scarlet-hearted judies live. Along comes 
the boy that’s won his div and then it’s “‘Pleaseter- 
meetyer!” “Charmed I’m sure’’—no cure for that but 
champagne to your supper, when a cup of tea is all 
you're after, caviar it’s got to be, a ritzy car and then 
you're taken for the kind of ride you never had upon a 
bike, hot lips and hearts of ice, that is the price, that is 
the price we'll pay the day we win—wages of virtue 
won to pay the price of sin. 

Then where are the smells a-nose but yesterday? 
Where boiling tar upon a summer’s day? Where asphalt 
haze that whiled away our days? Where essences of 
sweet exhaust riding the evening air? Where ices? 
Where our road-hot tyres, air-filled and fancy free? 
Where rags of oil? Where bags of tools? We mourn 
them, who have drunk our fill of filled-up pools. A two- 
stroke kicks a back-fire to the gods! Brave sound to 
echo streets around! Thrice thirty piston-rods rotate, 
blue dreams of pure monoxide fume, they’re tuning up, 
they're set to go . . . too late, too late, we’ve made a 
date, our fate is now in other hands. 

Where is the sense of wanting more than pence 
when pounds won't look to themselves? Whenever 
Adam delves his bit there’s Eve to spin, and spin you 
round her little finger Evie wili, the more you linger on 
the job the sooner Mrs. Right will come along to get 
you in the wrong. 

Living is what you make of it—don’t make too 
much is all I say! All that we cherish perishes—yet, that 
is what we’re at! Cream soda, Chris? A curd-tart, Bert ? 
As for yours truly, he will eat kis hat. 
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The Cosmic Synthesis 


[The following correspondence, communicated to us by 
one of the persons concerned, speaks for itself. Mr. 
Punch would welcome further information about the 
important religious movement to which it draws attention. | 


To Drpymus Panturon, Esq., M.A., Ph.D., etc., 
Professor of Comparative Irreligion in Mansoul 
University, Cosmopolis. 

EAR Professor Pantheon,-In an incomplete 

copy of that very scarce publication, Blimey’s 

Monumental Monstrosities of the Age of Unreason, I 
have come across the enclosed colour-plate. The reference 
is lacking; but it appears to represent a stained-glass 
window, of debased neo-Gothic type, dedicated to some 
kind of devotional cult. A few of the personages depicted 
seem vaguely familiar, but others are quite unknown to 
me. Can you help? 

Yours very truly, 
Dororny L. Sayers 


To Miss Dororny L. Sayers, M.A., D.Litt., 

c/o Mr. Puncon, 10 Bouverie Street, E.C.4 

Dear Dr. Sayers,—I am deeply indebted to you for 
the rare “extra” plate to Blimey, which I had not seen 
before; it is not included in either the B.M. or the 
Bodleian copy. I do not know for what building the 
window was designed; but I think I may say without 
undue hesitation that it is in some way connected with 
that widely-distributed though elusive Community 
(so to call it; though it specifically repudiates communion) 
whose adherents are variously known as Stylites, 
Polarites, Animamundanes, Egregians, Cacophono- 
philists (or Discordants), Umbragians, Nolimetangerines, 
etc. It is claimed that its following embraces almost the 
whole population of the Western World (with the 
exception of a few strict Jews and fanatical Christian 
sects); and this makes it the more remarkable that the 
secret of its organization and cult should be so well kept. 
It is perhaps a secret de Polichinelle so obvious as to escape 
observation. 

So far as I can ascertain, this Community resembles 
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the early Gnostic churches, in that it consists of an 
Outer Diffusion of Simple Followers, or “Nebulous,” 
and an Inner Concentration of Initiates, or ‘‘Sufficients.” 
The former practise the rites associated with the in- 
numerable cult-divinities, and subscribe to the ethical 
code and esoteric doctrine provided for them; but have 
no access to the Mysteries. The latter are jealous 
guardians of the arcana, and alone know the true name 
of the esoteric Deity who is worshipped under so many 
Protean disguises, 

There is also said to be a dissident body calling them- 
selves ‘Galactics,” who affirm that the general following 
has become corrupt, and are concerned to recover and 
restore the sincere Milk of the Way. 

I have been for some time engaged in research on 
this subject, and in return for your most valuable 
window (which illumines a number of problems) I have 
pleasure in sending you a few items which have come 
into my hands. The sketch represents a fragment of an 
oak screen (discovered in a tithe-barn in Norfolk) which 
is of much greater antiquity than the window, and shows 
that the cult goes back to at least the 15th century. 
The notes on the Saints depicted are culled from the 
Legenda Plumbea of Jucques de Voracity (? Veracity)— 
a curious book, of which no two copies are alike. I have 
also added a so-calleu “Polar” Hymn from a MS in a 
private collection, and (though this very tentatively) 
my own conjectural reconstruction of part of the 
“Polar” Calendar, showing the succession of the Seasons, 
with Moveable Feasts and a few of the Unholy and Dead- 
Letter Days. This last item has been put together 
from isolated hints and indications; and it must 
be regarded as entirely. provisional and subject to 
modification in the light of future research, 

Yours gratefully and sincerely, 
Dipymus PANTHEON 

I confess myself puzzled by the frequent allusions 
to “poles” and “polarity.” Dr. Grubbenbiicher 
believes them to have an electrical signification ; but I am 
inclined to associate them with some kind of totem-cult. 






The Pantheon Papers 


The Calendar 


The Polar Year is divided into 
eight Seasons. ADVERTISEMENT, a 
season of solemn preparation leading 
up to the Birth of Science (Winter 
Solstice), is followed by Cacornony, 
which extends from Circumlocution 
to Derogation Day; after which T'rash 
Wednesday brings us to the pestilen- 
tial season of Umpracr. Then comes 
the great equinoctial Feast of the 
ENLIGHTENMENT, whose season ends 
on Civilization Sunday. The season 
of Compression (devoted to the 
celebration of the Masses in Urbanity) 
begins with Ignition Sunday and 
ends in Explosion. Immediately 
after comes the Theophany of the 
Spirit of Progress (commonly called 
Petrol Sunday), which marks the 
Summer Solstice. After the brisk 
series of Sundays in Perrot (briefly 
interrupted by the Feast of the 
Unholy Name), we break out into 
EXPANSION, which lasts from Bank 
Holiday (first Monday in August) to 
Exhaust Sunday and All-Hollows, 
celebrated at the Autumn Equinox. 
The Sunday following, Pole-Star 
Sunday, devoted to the cult of 
Isolation, ushers in the season of 
PoLaRity, a period of peculiar and 
awful sanctity, in which the cycle of 
the year completes its revolution. 


Hagiological Notes 
St. Cukewarm of Laodicea, 
Martyr 


St. Lukewarm was a magistrate 
in the city of Laodicea under 
Claudius (Emp. a.p, 41-54). He was 
so broadminded as to offer asylum 
and patronage to every kind of re- 
ligious cult, however unorthodox or 
repulsive, saying in answer to all 
remonstrances: ‘There is always 
some truth in everything.” This 
liberality earned for him the surname 
of “The Tolerator.” At length he fell 
into the hands of a sect of Anthro- 
pophagi (for whom he had erected a 
sacred kitchen and cooking stove at 
the public expense), and was duly set 
on to stew with the appropriate cere- 
monies. By miraculous intervention, 


however, the water continually went 
off the boil; and when he was finally 
served up, his flesh was found to 
be so tough and tasteless that the 
Chief Anthropophagus spat out the 
unpalatable morsel, exclaiming : 
“Tolerator non tolerandus!” (A 
garbled Christian version of this 
legend is preserved in Rev. iii. 16). 

St. Lukewarm is the patron 
saint of railway caterers, and is 
usually depicted holding a cooking- 
pot. 


$S. Ursa and Ursulina 
(popularly called SS. Ursa Masor 
and Minor) 


These two sisters are sometimes 
said to have belonged to the famous 
medieval family of the Orsini, and 
sometimes to a patrician gens of 
ancient Rome, but their legend 
clearly goes back to a much more 
remote antiquity, Though as beauti- 
ful and accomplished as they were 
nobly-born, they nevertheless 
dedicated themselves from early 
maidenhood to a life of Arctic 
severity, practising the Polar virtues 
of frigidity and superiority to a 
truly heroic degree. Rejecting all 
suitors, and resolutely detaching 
themselves from the society of their 
kindred and inferiors, they immured 
themselves in a tower of blue 
looking-glass, and for the last forty 
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years of their lives spoke only to 
one another. Lest death - should 
reduce them to the level of common 
humanity, the Spirit of Proper Pride 
miraculously turned them _ into 
White Bears, and translated them 
to the North Pole, whence they 
perpetually contemplate their own 
reflections in the starry heavens. 
They are usually represented in the 
bodies of their transformation. 


St. Simian Stplites 


This fifth-century saint is re- 
puted to have spent his entire life 
on a pedestal. When told that this 
behaviour might cause him to be 
confused with a certain superstitious 
Christian who was similarly en- 
gaged, he made the crushing 
rejoinder: “Jste corpus exaltatum 
mentem humilem habet; ego autem 
omnino superior.” He added that 
the attitudes, not the platitudes, of 
the virtuous were to be imitated. 

St. Simian is one of the most 
important saints in the calendar, 
his feast being celebrated on the day 
following All-Hollows. Roughly- 
carved effigies belonging to his cult 
are found in every nursery, where, 
under the familiar name of ‘‘ Monkey- 
on-a-Stick,” they are the objects of 
much infant devotion, 


St. Supercilia 
St. Supercilia, born in Paris 
about the year 1400, was a maiden of 
remarkable erudition, who stedfastly 
refused to marry any one who could 
not defeat her in open disputation. 
When the best scholars of all the 
Universities in Europe had tried and 
failed, her unworthy father brutally 
commanded her to accept the hand 
of a man who, though virtuous, 
sensible, and of a good estate, knew 
only six languages, and was weak in 
mathematics. At this, the outraged 
saint raised her eyebrows so high 
that they lifted her right off her feet 
and out through a_ top-storey 
window, whence she was last seen 
floating away in a northerly direction. 
St. Supercilia is the patroness of 
Pedants. Her feast, Eyebrow Sun- 
day, falls in Cacophony, between 
Lowbrow Sunday and Derogation 
Day. 
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For an Evening Service 


This hymn is suitable for the Vigil of the 
Enlightenment 
HE day that Nature gave is ending, 
The hand of Man turns on the light; 


We praise thee, Progress, for defending 
Our nerves against the dreadful night. 






As o’er each continent and island 

The switches spread synthetic day, 
The noise of mirth is never silent, 
Nor dies the strain of toil away. 


We thank thee that thy speed incessant 
Provides upon this whirling ball 

No time to brood on things unpleasant— 

No time, in fact, to think at all. 









Secure amid the soothing riot 
Of crank and sound-track, ‘plane and car, 

We shall not be condemned to quiet, 

Nor left alone with what we are. 






By lavish and progressive measures 
Our neighbour’s wants are all relieved; 
We are not called to share his pleasures, 

And in his grief we are not grieved. 


Thy wingéd wheels o’erspan the oceans, 
Machining out the Standard Man, 

Our food, our learning, our emotions 

Are processed for us in the can, 






All bars of colour, caste and nation 

Must yield to movies and the mike; 
We need not seek communication, 
For thou dost make us all alike. 


















So be it! let nor sleep nor slackness 
Impede thy Progress, Light sublime; 

Nor ever let us glimpse tho blackness 
That yawns behind the gates of Time. 


Tune: St. Clement 
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AM Theo Morgan the Monologue, 
and if you meet anyone from 
Meadow Prospect who wants to 
become an artist tell him from me to 
give up the thought. In an area of 
such impenetrable rodneys as this 
the best thing to do is to stick to 
simple manual forms of expressions 
that lull the wits into a deep doze and 
will be quickly understood by those 
around. 

I remember some of the first Go 
As You Please concerts I entered as 
a reciter. There was one recitation 
I did in which I was condemned to 
death and waiting in my ceil the 
night before the event. It was a 
fine poem called “I Shall Die Before 
Time for Another’s Crime.” The 
woman I loved in this poem was 
married to a waster, but the crime 
he had committed was to get money 
to save the life of his only child, 
named after me. So I take the blame. 
The only trouble was that the poem 
was very short. It had been written 
by a bard from Windy Way called 
Aneurin Lambert the Lament, the 
saddest poet since Taliesin ; although 
Taliesin, faced by the sight of a 
nation scourged and on the run, was 
never troubled by such specific bits 
of ruin as having the chimney of a 
subsiding house come right down on 
him in the middle of an ode to 
instability, which is what happened 
to Lambert. 

Writing the poem finished 
Lambert off and he was wheeled off 
for treatment with the thing no more 
advanced than the first draft. So I 
had to make up for the missing text 
with actions, and this was just the 
card for me, a natural actor. 

I told Luther Cann the Col, the 
manager of the Colisseum cinema, 
where the Go As You Please concerts 
were held, not to mention the name 
of the poem to the audience. “I'll 
make it all clear, Mr. Cann,” I said. 
“This is my challenge. This is going 
to be a miracle of miming. Sheer 
artistry will get every point across 
even to voters whose last thought 
perished with Custer.” Luther, a 
fussy element but a good manager, 
said all right, but there was a 
doubtful look in his eye as he turned 








What You Want and What You Can Get 


away which made me feel this was 
the first time he had ever heard of 
miming. 

The first night the curtain went 
across and showed me on a bench. 
My head was down, coming up only 
for a short peal of laughter on the 
distracted side, modelled on some 
outbursts I had from Lambert in 
this line just before he entered his 
last phase. Some of the people 
thought I was making a slow ap- 
proach to some such turn as that 
record “The Laughing Policeman,” 
and they joined in to help me work 
up quickly to the right volume. 
Charlie Lush the Ush who collects 
the tickets in the Col, and Owen 
Bowen the Beam who projects the 
films, had to go around the aisles 
frowning at these lovers of laughter 
saying “Have a care there, have a 
care. Morgan is a serious artist.” 

I tried, by miming alone, to tell 








BY GWYN THOMAS 






the story of the event that had led 
me to my plight, and by different 
jerks of the body to suggest what was 
waiting for me. 

After one or two trips from the 
bench to the footlights, and glaring 
and giving out the title just to let 
them have something to chew on, 
and urging Lush and Bowen to let 
the noisier voters have it with the 
disinfectant tin, I felt that the 
moment had come to give voice with 
the libretto itself, 

Then there was the loudest com- 
motion in the wings I had ever 
heard. I looked. It was that swarthy 
little voter who sweeps chimneys 
up in Windy Way, Handel Hughes 
the Flues, done up in such a way as 
would have upset a corgi, let alone a 
serious artist, Hughes at first sight 
looked trussed up and choking. He 
had one of those articles they call 
gazookas strapped to his mouth, an 
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“Yes, but suppose it doesn’t subside: suppose it’s all 
part of some new hydro-electric development project?” 
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“Bus queues? Oh, 
they don’t work badly 
onthe... 


. . » whole, especially 
when it’s off peak and 
room for... 


... all; of course, 
when it’s rush hour 
and pouring with .. . 


... rain, you'll always 


the blind side; 
get plenty of slippery 


nipping up the gutter 


accordion made for some element 
with twice the torso of Hughes in 
his arms, and a drum strapped low 
down his back at which Hughes was 
going to strike with a drumstick 
which he had tied to his leg. 

He was accompanied by that 
inscrutable group of theorists fron 
Windy Way: Gomer Gough the 
Gavel, a chronic chairman of debates 
and promoter of disputes whose 
first act on birth was to look up at 
his mother and put two formal 
amendments; Edwin Pugh the Pang, 
the tenderest bloom on the fungoid 
conscience of this epoch. Gough and 
his friends were always out to put 
life in a shady, contemptible and 
absurd light, and it was no doubt 
their intention to strike a note of dis- 
quieting satire in the Col by present- 
ing Hughes, who looks as lowly 
and abject as the very sweep who 
started off the agitation for broader 
flues, marching on the stage with 
this apparatus of gaiety upon him. 

Behind Pugh was Luther Cann 
the Col, and I wasted no time edging 
toward the wings and gesturing 
Cann with angry hands to get these 
clowns back into the ante-rooms 
where they could do no harm to my 
performance or the social sanity of 


a oe me om 


. . » ome back to their 
proper place; in fact, 
if you get enough. . . 


. diddlers in the 
— they'll have the 
ad of it half-way ... 


Meadow Prospect. Down in the 
auditorium a friend of Gomer Gough, 
Willie Silcox the Psyche, was adding 
his own tooth-marks to the damage. 
Sileox set up as an analyst of 
thought, and he was one of the most 
mischievous nuisances working in 
this field. If Freud could have fore- 
seen Silcox he would have kept his 
peace. Silcox was giving out to the 
audience such slogans as “Morgan 
the Monologue has now gone officially 
off his chump. Reciting and de- 
bauchery and a fleshly reactionary 
point of view have now sent him 
spinning off the hinge. He has been 
up there for the last five minutes 
holding up the revels with no idea of 
what he is supposed to be reciting and 
he is now conversing with voters 
in the wings who are not there.” 
Hughes was now in difficulties. 
The weight and novelty of all his 
new paraphernalia were giving him 
slight convulsions and he _ was 
squeezing bits of music out of the 
accordion. He must too have been 
made to itch by the various deposits 
of soot in the creases of his body, for 
he kept lifting his leg and giving the 
drum a whack. Some voters in the 
front now shouted up that they 
were on to what I was doing—a 


. . » back to the stop 
before, by the time 
they've finished . . . 
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ones, working .. . 


. . « double - crossing 
one another, while all 


the . 


just as the... 


subtle revival of a piece I had done 
about the relief of Khartoum. 

I was just going to pitch in to 
Lambert’s text when Luther Cann 
gave Hughes a push and he came 
marching on with his gazooka, drum 
and accordion going full blast on a 
theme that sounded a bit like ‘Oh 
Where, Tell Me Where, Is My 
Highland Laddie Gone?” almost 
lurching on to his face every time he 
let the drum have it from the back, 
looking grotesque and putting paid 
to any notion of serious art. Luther 
was motioning me angrily off the 
stage. But I was thinking of the 
future and determined not to have 
my little bit of reputation roasted alive 
by such social incendiaries as Gough. 

So I fell in behind Hughes 
imitating his jerky gait and doing 
what I thought was a fair piece of 
clowning. I intended to edge 
Hughes back into the wings or, if 
necessary, give him a covert push 
that would topple him over into the 
audience, and then swiftly introduce 
a recitation I knew about Livingstone 
and Stanley, done in alternating 
Scots and Welsh accents, because 
Stanley came from Newcastle Emlyn, 
trying in this context to stress the 
comic side of missionary life not to 
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. « « decent folks just 
stand there all the 
ee time, getting .. . 
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to get the 


make too abrupt a transition from 
the tone set by Hughes. I contri- 
buted a strong tenor line to ‘Where, 
Tell Me Where,” to keep my place 
on the stage, but he switched to 
“Bonnets Over the Border.” 

I failed to keep pace with 
Hughes’s medley and went into a 
kind of rough reel to keep myself 
before the public. I am no dancer 
and it was a blow for me to step down 
from the level of really dignified art 
to become a twin in degradation 
with Hughes. 

Willie Sileox, down in the aisles, 
was drawing attention to my 
dancing. ‘Without question,” he 
was saying, “Morgan has now 
reached the stage of dementia praecox 
and he won’t even be reasonable 
about it. If Hughes gets off that 
stage alive it will be because Morgan 
has a poor aim as well as a raving 
mind.” 

Then Hughes’s gazooka slipped 
and I leapt straight into the first 
line of “I Shall Die Before Time For 
Another Man’s Crime.” 

I was just going into the second 
line, giving it so much emotional 
warmth I almost melted Hughes's 
drumstrap, when Gomer Gough, 
Edwin Pugh and another friend of 


eget 


.. . conductor ’s trying 


passengers bar; running off to the 
of first, please, on 


co 


BUS STOP 
sy 


. . » front side of the 









second bus when . . . 


theirs, Milton Nicholas, came walking 
on to the stage followed by Willie 
Sileox. Edwin fixed Hughes’s 
gazooka back into position while 
Silcox explained to the audience 
what lay behind the strange appear- 
ance of Hughes in such festive rig. 

“A man,” he said, “can subsist 
for just so long in desolation, looking 
up chimneys, dusting the soot off 
everything except his own heart, 
where the slowest and most sinister 
fires burn, marching up and down 
Windy Way festooned with brushes 
that make him look like a defeated 
gnome. We decided that there was 
great artistry as well as great 
endurance in Handel Hughes. So my 
friends Gomer, Edwin and Milton 
have trained and equipped Handel as 
an emblem of man’s will to make a 
great sound of music in the face of a 
thousand reasons why he should 
think it wiser and safer to stay shut 
up.” 

Then Gough and his friends 
grouped themselves around Hughes 
and they gave ua a long series of 
marching songs of the people, ballads 
with wild provocative words that 
Luther Cann as a leading business 
man should never have allowed, 
about voters from the time of the 





.. . own, all as inno- 
cent as you please, and 


quite forgetting to. . . 


Chartists who have come out on the 
streets asking for taller roofs and 
lower rents for the labouring maases. 
I stamped off in disgust, and joined 
Luther Cann in the wings. I was 
about to scald him with a demand 
that those disquieting rodneys on 
the stage be served with white lead 
in their next round of cocoa when 
Luther told me there was no one to 
handle the monkey-nut sales in the 
right-hand aisle. So within a minute 
I had the monkey-nnt basket around 
my neck and was making such a 
racket loading the voters with 
monkey-nuts I drowned out half the 
words of those hymns of dissent from 
Gough and his friends. 

I was glad I had held my fire 
with Luther Cann. A serious reciter 
should never commit himself. He 
must dwell forever and cautiously 
in the strange neutral land that 
separates the doleful cry of the poet 
from the thoughtless clamour of the 
daubs over whose torn and wasted 
dreams he raises his voice in bene- 
diction. Besides, the commission on 
those monkey-nuts is a halfpenny a 
packet, and short of simple burglary 
I can think of no single trade that 
brings in a bigger return in Meadow 
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AGS UPERCLASS/CS FOR ALL ALL-AMERICAN L/BRARIES. 
OLD TALES RETOLD BY OUR SPECIAL REPORTER, Con USBORNE ; 
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With Cartornist Natnan 7a 





[ AN OUTBREAK OF 
CRICKET IN CALIFORNIA? 
RIGHT, I'LL GET MY 











7T_— NOW HE SWITCHES TOCZECHOSLOVAKIA 
TO A STREETIN PRAGUE.... 
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AND 50 A NEW, BETTER BOOK 
PROVIDED FOR TWE AMERICAN 
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READERS BEGIN HERE 





pit WAS NOT 
ALWAYS BEHIND THE 


IRON CURTAIN. LONG AGO, 
BEFORE THE DAWN OF 
“TWE NEW HISTORY, THE 
HONEST, HARD 

FREE -ENTERPRISE 
CZECHS WERE RULED, 
THE DEMOCRATIC WAY, 
BY YOUNG, BACHELOR 














7 | 'Y) BUT IT was A VERY CoLD 

= WINTER . THE MOSCOW-TRAINED 
LEADERS OF THE CZECH PUBLIC 

UTILITIES SYSTEM HAD COME 
OUT ON STRIKE ANDA 
MOSCOW AGENT HAD RECENTLY 
BOUGHT UP ALL WOODCUTTING 
RIGHTS IN ALL CZECH FORESTS. 
THERE WAS A TERRIBLE 
FUEL SHORTAGE... 
CUTSALL THE TIME! THE 
CZECH WAY OF AMERICAN 
LIFE WAS THREATENED, AND 
IN WHAT WAS TO BE PRINCESS 
PEARL'S ROOM IN THE 
PALACE, THE CENTRAL 
HEATING WAS ON THE BLINK.. 


VISIT TO THE 

ROYAL PALACE OF 

BEAUTIFUL, BLONDE, 
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c'mon, BuTcH! WE'RE 
GOING To HI-JACK THAT 
MOSCOW CARAVAN! 
THAT FUELS GOINGTO *% 
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THIS LOTS GOTTA GET TO 
MOSCOW BEFORE CHRISTMAS, 
OR ELSE ff7, 
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FOR You BUDDY 


ARM FOR 
CHRISTMAS / | HEAR PRINCESS 
PEARUS A PEACHEROOJ 


























AND, As DAWN 
BREAKS THE 
WINTER FUEL 
CARAVAN Comes 
INTO PRAGUE.... 
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NICE WORK : 


AE? \ CARAVAN THIS MORNING, 
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WITH US IF YOU CAN HOLD 
1 1T/ I'M CALLING IKE RIGHT 











we'VE BEEN TRICKED! 
CURSES!# KING 
WENCESLAS AND THE 

Ya AMERICAN CAPITALIST 
Mi IMPERIALISTS HAVE BEEN 
Wy TOO CLEVER FoR Us#? 
PURGE ALL TRANSPORT 
COMMISSARS! SHOOT THE 
FUEL AND POWER BOARD, 
‘PRAVDA’ AND 'iZVESTIA’ 
gov pb THIS THE 











PRETTIER THAN 

HER PICTURE, .JUST 

LIKE MARILYN MONROE 
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UNLIMITED FUEL 
THAT A BIG MARKET 
WAS OPENED FoR 
AMERICAN 














ENGLAND NEXT, You KNOW 
THAT ENGLISH CAROL” GOD 





WELL DONE, BOYS! PROBABLY 














Gaudy Year 


HEN Rip Van Proust returned to Paris, 
WY senennern things past, after spending some 

twenty years in a sanatorium, he went to an 
afternoon party and was astonished to see all his con- 
temporaries in disguise. Their heads were powdered, 
they wore snow-white beards, and their faces were 
marvellously made up, with wrinkles. So does time 
camouflage us, from year to year and from decade to 
decade. 

During the past year I had a similar experience. 
After spending some twenty-five years in the outside 
world, I returned one night to the university to attend 
a “gaudy” at my old college. We found contem- 
poraries with ageless faces and powdered coiffures, 
contemporaries with ravaged faces and no coiffures at 
all, contemporaries who seemed to have padded them- 
selves out with pillows, others who had put on 
unconvincing whiskers and moustaches, and even some 
who appeared, from a suggestion of likeness, to be the 
fathers or grandfathers of contemporaries. 

The game, as at some masked New Year entertain- 
ment, was to identify them all as they entered the hall: 
a guessing game, in which we were seldom “hot” 
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BY LORD KINROSS 


straight away, but would proceed by stages from cold 
to lukewarm, and as often as not be obliged to confess: 
“I give it up. Who are you meant to be?” 

At dinner, however, a “‘crib” was provided, in the 
form of a printed table-plan, to assist the translation of 
faces into names, and tactful investigations then 
translated names into professions. The shy, spectacled 
man who used to scurry in and out of his rooms on the 
adjoining staircase had been transformed into a 
venerable professor of music. Those two whose rather 
laughable names used to excite our pranks were now 
distinguished, greying pillars of the Home Civil Service. 
A number had changed, surprisingly, into clerical 
collars. A notorious esthete had developed the features 
of an ascetic. 

But as we proceeded with our investigations one 
salient conclusion emerged: that a steady job, a perma- 
nent home, orderly habits, fixed principles and incomes 
are the things that really age a man. The ones who 
looked youngest were those whose lives were evidently 
irregular. One, when we asked him to what he attributed 


his great youth, replied: “In an unsettled age I didn’t 
settle down.” 














“Oh Lord! 
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Here he goes again.” 
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There were some notable attendances of those 
believed dead, and some even more notable absentees. 

“Why isn’t he here?” 

“Sense of guilt ... Angst... Afraid of not getting 
his mention in the speeches . . . Still beachcombing in 
the South of France . . . Took a job as a butler and it’s 
not his night off ... At the last dinner he passed out 
with the sherry .. .” 

Conversation, as at this festive season of the year, 
proceeded on reminiscent lines: ‘‘ He climbed into society 
by means of his rope ladder . . . Do you remember that 
night when we put a mixture of port and hairwash in his 
bed?...Do you remember when the second eight 
bumped the first? ... When I was de-bagged I claimed 
thirty shillings damages from the J.C.R. and got it... 
What became of that wsthete who nearly cut off the 
Solicitor-General’s thumb? . . .” 

A notable scientist conducted a sweepstake on the 
length of the speeches. The Master, in his, made free 
use of cricketing metaphors. At the head of the college 
“batting order” were the high-table guests: the dis- 
tinguished critic and essayist, the other distinguished 
critic and essayist, the retired Sudan official, the Deputy- 
Chairman of the Something Advisory Council of the 
British Something Authority; and lower down in it were 
two headmasters, seven professors, five M.P.s. All 
could be relied on to exert an influence beneficial to the 
second half of the twentieth century. 

Members of the college, past and present, had 
achieved a number of recent distinctions, not forgetting 
a chess blue and a splendid failure to reach the top of 
iverest. Nor must we forget the college servants, the 
most faithful of whom had forty-two years’ service and 
was still “not out.” Before ‘declaring his innings 
closed” the Master referred appropriately to the 
college’s well-known qualities of mutual forbearance and 
intellectual integrity. 

Other speeches preferred metaphors connected with 
transport. Our generation was “on the right track,” 
some of us were even “plumb on the main line,” and only 
a few of us were “round the bend.” We might not be 
quite up to the standard of those “glittering giants on 






c) 


A Nation 


“DUT, then, we’re a nation of sailors, the sea’s in 
our blood . . .” 

And some people believe it, must actually feel the 
sharp salt 

Rushing round their capillaries, staining corpuscles 
cobalt, 

And credit their ancestors reaching right back to the 
Flood 

With miraculous powers— confined to the British race— 

Of taking in solids through gaps in the carapace, 

Presumably while bathing; 

What’s more, by some process so far revealed only to 
mystics, 

They transmit these acquired characteristics. 
























































Staircase Fourteen,” before World War I. But one of us, 
after all, was an Archbishop and another was an Arch- 
angel (it seemed in India). 

Normal contemporaries, in their speeches, tended to 
boast of their abnormality, serious ones of their ‘‘funda- 
mental light-mindedness.” One liked to think that 
there was always “something rather odd’ about us, 
recalling nostalgically that “slightly crazy” spirit which 
led to the bowling of hoops down the High, and to the 
periodic disguise of now prominent State servants in 
crinolines, impersonating the Bad Fairy, the Fairy 
Rosebud, and the Little Princess. Another recalled the 
now distinguished Ambassador who once boiled and ate 
an egg during a lecture. One of the M.P.s rounded off 
the evening with urbanity, recalling the morning litany 
of the bath attendant and suggesting its application to 
his colleagues speaking in the House of Commons: 
“Hurry up, gentlemen, please! There are plenty of 
other gentlemen waiting.” 

After which the common rooms of the college were 
thrown open to us, far into the night, for the drinking of 
unlimited free beer and cider, Ten years hence it will 


happen again. But by then the game may be growing 
a trifle macabre. 
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of Sailors 


So people in Wigan—you can see that we're going to 
be scathing— 


Are awfully handy in boats, 
Everyone in Birmingham floats, 
No one is seasick in Bradford, in Penge they all 


pine 
For a life on the wholly unknown but inherited 
brine. 
o * * * * 


We're a nation of . . . well, who doesn’t like pleasure- 
boat trips ? 


And the sea’s in our blood . . . if not literal sea, fish 
and chips. Justin RICHARDSON 
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The Nationalization of Ghosts 


By 2. P. 


VEN in this egalitarian age of 
EK fair do’s for all there is still 

one commodity whose dis- 
tribution among the population is 
monstrously uneven. I ara referring, 
of course, to ghosts. Ghosts are a 
national asset; and it is surely time 
that a scheme for their national- 
ization should appear on the pro- 
gramme of that progressive party 
for whose return to power we all 
yearn, 

The ideal of a fair and equitable 
ghost-distribution is one I have 
long had at heart. I want to see 
ghosts provided, as a matter of 
course, for workers’ housing estates. 
I want to see ghosts in the New 
Towns; I want to see them attached 
to Civic Centres, and perambulating 
the exquisitely interminable cor- 
ridors of our comprehensive State 
schools. I shall not be satisfied till 
there is an established, pensionable 
ghost in every home; till we have 
built a new Limbo in England's 
green and pleasant land. 

As a private citizen I should have 
had little hope of ever introducing 
my National Ghost Scheme to the 
councils of the great ; but I have been 
fortunate lately in securing the 
interest and support of JosSchwimm- 
bad, the indefatigable secretary of 
the National Union of Gesso-men and 
Barbola Workers, or Nugbaw, as it 
is more familiarly called. Working 
under his powerful egis, and with the 
assistance of his able lieutenants, 
Bernie Ribbins and Willy Skidfold, 


LISTER 


I feel that the scheme is going ahead ; 
that at no distant date we shall be 
able to nail a fully-formulated Ghost 
Scheme into the platform of the 
National Executive. 

Carping critics, from the right 
wing of our movement, and even 
beyond, have come forward with 
what they regard as an insuperable 
objection to the scheme. This is, that 
there are not enough ghosts to go 
round; or, to put it more plainly, 
that the uniform spreadover of avail- 
able ghostage would not provide unit 
ghost-cover per accommodation-unit. 

To this objection we of Nugbaw 
have two answers. Firstly, owing 
to the appalling dearth of social 
statistics, it is quite impossible to say 
whether the supply of unit ghosts is, 
in fact, insufficient. Ghosts, like 
wealth, have been concentrated in 
the hands of the privileged few for 
centuries. In six brief years of pro- 
gressive government it was possible 
to ascertain the whereabouts of most 
of the wealth, and disperse it ; but it 
was hardly possible in that short time 
to deal with the ghosts as well. 
When the present reactionary inter- 
regnum is over, and we can get down 
to social surveys in a really big way, 
it may well be found that millions 
of virtually unmapped ghosts exist 
already to satisfy the needs of our 
industrial population. 

Secondly, if it is found that the 
supply of ghosts is, in fact, in- 
adequate, this by no means vitiates 
the scheme. The nation’s stock of 
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ghosts is not a static factor; it is not 
controlled—though it will be—by 
any Ministerial formula. That stock 
can be increased by various methods, 
at present hardly explored. Scien- 
tific knowledge in this field is scanty, 
but the problems of ghost-production 
must yield in time to a determined 
attack supported by all the national 
resources, 

More important than  ghost- 
production (or reproduction, whose 
possibility must not be entirely dis- 
counted) may be the upkeep and 
maintenance of existing ghosts, or 
ghost-care. It is virtually certain that 
in the present conditions of neglect 
innumerable ghosts, coming into the 
world eager to play their part in 
satisfying social needs, fade into 
oblivion after a short period of frus- 
trating and unnoticed activity. In- 
deed, it would be a persevering ghost, 
and one imbued with a rare sense of 
dedication to social duty, that would 
find a true self-realization in haunt- 
ing, as existing ghosts must, the 
purposeless remnants of our decadent 
aristocracy. The mere fact that some 
ghosts still do so haunt the faded 
mansions of the rich encourages us 
to believe that the nation’s ghost- 
supply is a hardy, vigorous stock 
which, under suitably controlled con- 
ditions, will flourish immeasurably. 
When they are assured of a decent 
measure of public support, and con- 
fident that their futures are, at last, 
secure, these unhappy and neglected 
creatures may well feel a sense of 
renewed life, if life is the word. It 
may be that they will not only 
redouble their own activities but 
will encourage countless semi-retired 
or dormant ghosts to emerge and 











renew that joyful labour of haunting 
in which ghosts find their true 
happiness. 

For the time being, however, let 
us assume that ghosts are in short 
supply. Let us assume that the ratio 
of unit-ghosts per accommodation- 
unit—a ratio which, as a tribute to 
our great leader, I propose to call the 
Schwimmbad Factor—is of the order 
of ‘043, or 43 per 1,000 accommo- 
dation-units. Preliminary sampling 
surveys suggest that this figure may 
not be wildly wrong. This condition 
of acute ghost-shortage may last a 
number of years. 

What is to be done during this 
period? It will almost certainly 
prove impracticable to partition the 
unit ghost; until further evidence is 
available we must regard as in- 
violate the accepted belief that the 
basic ghost is indivisible. The idea of 
providing each accommodation-unit 
from the start with its 043 of a unit 
ghost must, therefore, reluctantly be 
abandoned. 

Clearly, in these circumstances, 
there might arise all manner of social 
evils, such as a black market in 
ghosts, unlicensed ghost-production, 
etc., which would cause the ideal of 
equal ghost-distribution to fall 
rapidly into contempt. It will be, 
without doubt, a critical time; but 
we hope to weather it by applying 
the principle of ghost-sharing. This 
brilliant conception of ghost-sharing, 
or the Party-Ghost Plan, we owe to 
the fertile brains of Mr. Schwimm- 
bad’s two lieutenants. Their idea is 
to divide the country up, for haunting 
purposes, into blocks each containing 
a thousand accommodation-units. 
To each block will be allocated an 





equal number of indivisible standard 
ghosts. The number of ghosts avail- 
able at any time for block-haunting 
will be computed mathematically 
from the current Schwimmbad Factor 
by applying what is known as the 
Ribbins-Skidfold Formula. It is 
typical of the brilliant and un- 
expected simplicity of the whole 
scheme that a rough estimate of 
the Block Ghost Number may 
be obtained by multiplying the 
Schwimmbad Factor by 1,000, The 
mathematically-minded may, how- 
ever, be interested in studying the 
Ribbins-Skidfold formula in full; it 
is BGN=10'S, where BGN is the 
Block Ghost Number and 8 the 
Schwimmbad Factor 

The block-haunting scheme will 
no doubt have its headaches and 
teething troubles in the early days. 
There may be occasions when Mrs. 
Smith, at 89 Aneurin Avenue, 
desperately requires, or imagines 
that she requires, the services of 
Block Ghost No. 27, who is at that 
moment doing duty at some social 
function of Mrs. Jones's, at 56 
Clement Court; but these problems 
should in most instances be capable 
of solution on the spot by application 
to the Block Ghost Officer. Such an 
officer, a trained social worker with a 
diploma in ghost-care, will be attached 
permanently to each 1,000-block. 
Where the problem appears too 
difficult for the Block Ghost Officer 
to handle on his or her own respon- 
sibility, the matter will have to be 
referred to the Area Ghost Board; 
and they may, in turn, consult the 
Regional Ghost Board, There will be 
five Regional Ghost Boards, located 
at Holyrood, Harlech, Haworth, 








Tintagel and the Tower. Then there 
is always the possibility of final 
appeal to the National Ghost Board 
in Whitehall, in whom all final 
responsibility for country-wide ghost 
problems will be vested. By the time 
all these consultations and appeals 
have been made it is confidently 
expected that Mrs. Jones’s party will 
be over and some amicable modus 
vivendi will have been reached 
between her and Mrs. Smith on their 
future sharing of Block Ghost No. 27. 

How will the Party-Ghost Plan 
work out in practice? There are, on 
the year-round average, twelve hours 
per night of darkness or twilight, 
during which haunting may be 
legally carried on. Since each 
accommodation-unit will have access, 
in the first place, to the services of 
‘043 of a unit ghost, a simple cal- 
culation shows that each household 
will be haunted for approximately 
one hour in each twenty-three 
hauntable hours, To be haunted for 
only one hour inevery two nights may 
not accord with the ideas of social 
justice of the average worker or 
housewife; but it is a great deal 
better than not being haunted af all. 

A heavy responsibility will rest 
on the Block Ghost Officer in these 
early days. It will be no light task to 
keep a rota of forty-three unit ghosts 
and to allocate them hour by hour 


among one thousand households, so 
that each household feels that it 
has had its fair share of haunting 
at an appropriate time. Beyond this 
primary duty the Officer will have to 
deal with local disputes on the spot; 
to pass on appeals to Area and 
Regional Boards; to fill in quantities 
of forms in triplicate; and to brew 
tea. He or she must also be con- 
stantly alive to the needs of his or 
her ghosts ; under his supervision will 
be the Block Ghost Store, where 
ghosts going off duty deposit their 
chains, heads and other equipment 
necessary for their tasks. He may, 
when the scheme is established and 
working more or less smoothly, be 
burdened with the additional task of 
arranging for subsidiary haunting by 
trolls, elves, hobgoblins, kelpies, 
leprechauns, wee men, etc., as and 
when it is found practicable to 
assimilate these phenomena into the 
scheme. 

As time goes on, however, the 
Block Ghost Number will mount 
steadily, till at last ghost-sharing will 
be a thing of the past. Each house- 
hold will have its own unit ghost, 
provided and cared for by the State; 
the functions of the Block Ghost 
Officer will be limited to ghost-care, 
and, of course, to the painless and 
humane extirpation of surplus ghosts. 

We must touch, lightly but 
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firmly, on the question of the recal- 
citrant household—the household 
which, either through ignorance or 
through a doctrinaire stubbornness, 
professes itself unwilling to be 
haunted. In most cases, it is anti- 
cipated, this unwillingness will be 
traceable to the reluctance of the 
householder to contribute to the 
National Ghost Fund. It must be 
made clear from the outset that there 
can be no exceptions to the scheme. 
Ghosts will be national property, and 
any scheme for controlling them 
must take in the whole of the nation. 
We do not exempt from a portion of 
their income tax those who profess a 
distaste for travelling in trains; nor 
should we exempt from haunting 
those who object to sticking stamps 
to the paltry value of 14s. 5d. a week 
(initially) on their National Ghost 
Cards for a service they say they do 
not require. 

It is unlikely that any such back- 
sliding will be found among the 
organized wage-earners, whose con- 
tributions will in any case be paid in 
part by their employers, the balance 
being provided by a nation-wide 
raising of wage-scales. The opposi- 
tion will come from the professional 
and rentier classes, and from the 
backward rural community, who 
have the unfair advantage of being 
haunted already. Such opposition 
will clearly spring from a selfish 
desire to wreck a scheme devised for 
the national welfare, and as such 
may justifiably be overridden. 

We must give a clear warning, 
too, that if, in the future, any 
attempt is made to return publicly- 
owned ghosts to private hands, 
appropriation without compensation 
will be our motto for the next change 
of government. The ancient privilege 
of being haunted must, as a matter of 
social justice, belong for all time not 
to the moneyed few but to the many. 


& & 


Upon Reflection 


Narcissus early set the pace 
For those of us—poor fools— 
Who use our precious waking hours 
To study form in pools. 
E.T.S 
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“All right, Charlie! 
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Send them up.” 
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NE minute to go. Men on corners, in 
doorways, behind trees or blinds, 
listening. Some gnawing their nails. 
Others held umreasonably by cow- 
parsley or the stop-press news. Shops 
shutting, engines running down, lips 
licked, hats snatched from pegs, jugs 
from hooks, the mattock let fall, the 
dictated letter or the love-affair broken 
a+ 

Waiting... 

a + * * * 

I said “Is it good, friend ?”’ 

“It ia bitter—thitter,” he answered, 

“But I like it 

Because it is bitter.” 

Stephen Crane 
” + * + * 

The year has brought reports from 
conquerors of earth, sea, and sky. 
With Everest climbed, the Amazon’s 
source cannot remain much longer 
hidden. Here’s Mr. Haroun Tazieff, 
who last year delicately hung on the 
lips of volcanoes (Craters of Fire), now 
plumbing cold rock in the Pyrenees 
(Caves of Adventure), Mr. Philip Wills, 
gliding champion and author of On 
Being a Bird, roams with vultures and 
scales the heights of cumulo-nimbus. 
Bubble-men who have chased sharks 
and danced with octopuses outvie one 
another like acrobats; others wriggle 

their way barking into seals’ breeding grounds, or boldly introduce ants 

to the drawing-room.* To say nothing of the steeplejacks, sewer-hunters, 
parliamentary committee men, nudists, ostrich riders, and Egyptian 

Channel swimmers, all agog with a new consciousness. 

—What's yours? A dog's nose, cold. 


* * * * > * . * * 


* There are—we learn from Mr. Morley Wragge'’s Ants (1953)—houses in 
Eastbourne where the dreaded Argentine ant is, welcome or not, a guest. 
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Of their company is Mr. Athelstan 
Shad, pub-crawler. He does not reject 
the term, though tabernologist—he 
points out—-would seem to cover more 
of the interests involved. We may 
have jaunted, without insisting; not 
Mr.Shad. He trumpets the passions of 
the spree. He has dared greatly. 
In a succession of adventures, of which 
Whose Round, Pints of Difference, and 
More Inns and Outs are the chief, he 
has assorted a taste and experience all 
his own. What he doesn’t know about 
drinking ways, old and new, isn’t worth 
knowing. Our understanding of ’onkh, 
the elaborate sconcing system of the 
middie Pharaohs, owes everything to 
Mr. Shad; and it was he who discovered, 
under a tree-stump in Barra, the original 
recipe for mead. Yet another mystery 
was resolved when, at the Linnean 
Society in 1939, he demonstrated the 
making of bees’ wine from bees. 

His new book Publand (Red Lion 
Press, 42/-) is generous as its theme. 
It is, in fact, the guide-book and testa- 
ment we have been looking for, indis- 
pensable to pub-crawlers of whatever 
shade. A glance at the index will reveal 
its encyclopedic nature: 

“Mechanical pianos, extant—still 
in use; Alcoholism among Commis- 
sioners of Oaths (figures since 1817); 
Zymurgy, whither now; Tankard, 
collapsible, for hat; Camels, extra- 
ordinary effect of cider on; Libation 
rites in Rotherhithe; Pubs, aerial—+v. 
Sky Platform; Sipping, disastrous 
consequences of; and Fields, W.C., 
a revaluation, with some unpublished 
bouts.” 
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“Such a pity the visiting bellringers can’t be at the party...” 
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—Thick again, look at it!—End of the barrel.— 
Yesterday, it was the new barrel: who gets the middle ¢ 


* * * * * * * 


It is some years since Mr. Shad let his cat out of the 
bag. This was, of course, the bicycle. To many, for 
whom the Pub Crawl always had been and always would 
be a Crawl, to be undertaken ceremoniously on foot, 
it seemed outlandish, an anomaly, a deliberate flouting 
of tradition. 

Why a bicycle? Siphons squirted, mugs were topped 
up. The war came. ‘This will put an end to his tricks,” 
they said. But did it? His runs between Greenwich 
and Harlesden brought him fame. ‘Will Shad come 
through ?”’ it was asked, with the bombs dropping round ; 
and always he did. 

Of course, pubs weren’t pleasant places in those days, 
especially corner ones. 


* * * * * * * 


Why a bicycle? Because, explained Mr. Shad, you 
can fall off. 

His case against the old style of Crawl—set out here 
at length—is that it is a contradiction in terms. Alcohol 
transports and should give sinew to imagination and 
action. The pedestrian, notoriously unable to pass a 
lighted doorway, goes far too slow, gets nowhere, and 
ends, hopelessly fuddled, in the street where he started. 
A horse might help, but will certainly fall into bad habits, 
such as taking his master home, insensible. The horse— 
according to Mr. Shad—leads directly to excess. And 
not much better is the tricycle, neither satisfying with 
its speed nor unmistakably rejecting an unworthy rider. 

Only the bicycle goes fast, flatters no one, is mobile 
and sensitive, and—an important stage in Mr. Shad’s 
argument—exacts just the right degree of effort to 
counteract drift. 

The secret, he reveals, is not to tarry long, thus 
imbibing the insidious poison of others’ drinks*, and to 
match intake with exercise. This, perhaps, has been the 

* Is it generally known that cirrhosis of the liver is an 
occupational disease of waiters, who acquire it not by drinking 
but from fumes inhaled in the course of their duties? (For a 


discussion of this, see the New Survey of London Life and Labour, 
1939.) 
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aim of the peripatetic bacchant in all ages, the quest 
after that happy equilibrium in which he shall have 
taken gloriously enough, and not a drop over; but how 
difficult, even impossible, to perpetuate such a balance! 
Euphoria is for the moment his, yet even as he has it, 
it vanishes. The grasp at enjoyment is its own undoing; 
and once lost, never recovered. 

By following a few simple rules* the required balance 
may be preserved over considerable periods of time, as 
Mr. Shad has himself demonstrated. 


* * * * * * * 


He has been everywhere and seen everything— 
including a mirage of the Eiffel Tower on the Brighton 
Road—but to London he returns again and again. The 
twinkle of lights in the fog, the saloon bar empty except 
for two borough councillors under a palm tree, draw him 
irresistibly. Dawn in a beer-house at Covent Garden; 
unruffied summer in the Tavern at Lord’s, with only the 
faint chink of ice on glass to disturb the afternoon; the 
sad singers at Collins’s or the Metropolitan. seen, but 
not heard, from a side-long bar; Christmas with its fairy- 
lights and merry little attaché-cases and paper-chains; 
sherry and The T'imes in Holborn, frescoes and alfrescoes 
at Islington; the first day of Burton; shag smoke at 
Dirty Dick’s rising under the crocodile ; that landlord in 
Hampstead who, after the doors had closed, would fling 
all dirty glasses down the cellar steps, whence they would 
be collected at the end of the week ; nights under the stars, 
in a wheelbarrow: such memories cannot but moisten 
the eye, and bring a quick swallow. 


* * * * * * * 


The second-hand comes full circle. Across streets, 
over greens and valleys, can be heard the shuffle, the 
shooting of bolts. 

A million men wait, take a step forward. 

They're open! Half-past five! We're off! 

The adventure—the quest of a new consciousness— 
starts, G. W. Stonter 

* Intake and exercise. Two miles per pint, or sixteen miles 
to the gallon, will offer a fair working average, though the figures 
are only approximate, depending on the individual and on 


cireumstances; a heat-wave may reduce the m.p.g. to ten, and 
cool wet weather extend it to forty or fifty. 
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The National Christmas Scheme BY CHRISTOPHER HOLLIS 


HEN that I sell and a little 
tiny toy, 
With hey, ho, the wind 


and the rain, 
The salesmanship that I employ, 
For the rain it raineth every day, 


Is apt to be extremely queer 
With hey, ho, the wind and the 
rain, 
For Christmas comes but once a year 
But the rain it raineth every day. 


And since I came to man’s estate, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the 
rain 
I never have granted a rebate, 
For the rain it raineth every day 
(Benedicamus Domino.) 
Song of the Christmas Toy-Sellers 
(Traditional) 


Christmas differs from other Bank 
Holidays in that there is a custom by 


which people give one another 
presents on that day. The historical 
origin of this custom is uncertain, by 
now largely forgotten and at any rate 
unimportant. But, since it is the 
policy of the Government to maintain 
full employment, the custom must 
certainly be continued. It is obvious 
that if all Christmas presents were 
suddenly to be abolished there 
would be serious unemployment 
among shop-walkers, the makers of 
balloons and other gainfully occupied 
workers. 

Even as it is, when there is snow 
on the ground on Christmas Day the 
result, as statistics have clearly 
shown, is a decisive rise in unemploy- 
ment among the manufacturers of 
cotton wool. 

At the same time it is impossible 
for any believer in social justice to be 
satisfied with the present anarchical, 
unplanned arrangement by which 





the Bank Holiday is celebrated. 
Individual citizens give presents to 
other individual citizens out of mere 
whim or for reasons that are even 
more discreditable—such as that 
there is, or is alleged to be, some 
blood relationship between donor 
and recipient. There is no social 
integration in the present celebra- 
tion, and under the capitalist régime 
it most often happens that those who 
are best off get the most presents 
and the under-privileged get the 
least. It is the very antithesis of the 
policy of fair shares for all. 

It is clear that if Christmas 
presents are to continue the whole 
system of their distribution must be 
radically reviewed. A Commission 
has been set up under the chairman- 
ship of Lord Trombone to consider 
the details of this review and to 
make recommendations to the 
Government. The distribution of 
































“I’m sorry, Miss Robins, but your services are no longer required.” 
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presents can no longer be left in the 
hands of private enterprise. The 
giving or the reception of presents by 
individuals must be strictly for- 
bidden and sternly punished as the 
anti-social enterprises that they are. 
It is idle for reactionaries to prate 
about freedom. Freedom for whom, 
indeed? Freedom for the rich who 
are only anxious to use that freedom 
to exploit their more unfortunate 
fellow citizens. ‘From each accord- 
ing to his ability, to each according 
to his needs” is our motto. 

The whole distribution of Christ- 
mas presents should be entrusted to 
a Producers’ and Distributors’ Co- 
operative, on the model of the Milk 
Marketing Board. Consumers could 
be adequately protected by the 
appointment of a representative, or 
two representatives, to look after 
their interests. (Lord Lampost and 
Lord Snapdragon are two names 
which naturally occur to mind as 
suitable representatives of the Con- 
sumer.) The whole organization 
should be presided over by an Under- 
Secretary, the Minister for Christmas, 
who would be for general policy 
subordinate to the President of the 
Board of Trade, but for matters of 
ad hoc day-to-day administration 
would, of course, be answerable to 
the Lord President of the Council. 

It would be the duty of this 
organization to devise a suitable 
form of compulsory levy, by which so 
much a week was contributed to the 
Christmas fund by the State, the 
employer and the employee. Any 
voluntary collections that had already 
been made by private bodies, operat- 
ing under the name of Slate Clubs and 
other such ridiculous titles, would, of 
course, be confiscated and paid into 
the Central Consumers’ Fund under 
the administration of Lord Snap- 
dragon. It would then be the duty of 
the Minister for Christmas, acting 
with and by the advice of the Pro- 
ducers’, Consumers’ and Distributors’ 
representatives and through the 
appointed sub-commissioners in each 
county borough and rural district, 
to select for each citizen an ap- 
propriate gift of such value as the 
finances of the Fund might appear to 
indicate. 


It should be the object of 


policy to make the Fund both 








self-supporting and _ self-liquidating. 
Each citizen would receive notice of 
his or her selected gift not later than 
the Fifth of November. If he or she 
wished to appeal against the gift, 
notice of appeal would have to be 
lodged not later than the First of 
December. But in fact, of course, it 
would make no difference whether 
there was an appeal or not. He would 
have to receive his gift in any event. 
Exceptions could not be permitted. 
If exceptions were allowed to creep 
in the whole scheme would become 
administratively complicated and 
quite unworkable. It would be the 
duty of every citizen to present him- 
self at his local police station between 
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eight and nine o'clock on Christmas 
morning to collect his gift. Some 
nominal penalty would have to be 
imposed on those who failed to fulfil 
this social obligation—say, twenty- 
eight days’ imprisonment or a fine 
not exceeding £20. 

The only objection that we have 
received to this plan is from the 
Archbishop of Wigan, who points out 
that some citizens may be in church 
on Christmes morning and therefore 
unable to present themselves at the 
police station, But we do not think 
that any very serious attention need 
be paid to this objection. In social 
planning one cannot have regard to 
every sort of individual eccentricity. 
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“How soon could we get delivery? We're planning a real old-fashioned Christmas this year.” 


Untimely Time 


HY is it that the most wonderful people are for the 


most part dead ? 
It seems such a senseless waste of them, and a waste 
of time for me 
To fall in love with history, or poets whose works are read 
As opuses for triposes, with the aid of cups of tea. 
It seems such a curious quirk of fate that heroes like 
Nelson and Blake 
Should become no more than a chapter or two in a 
naval history book: 
Ur Byron, the strange, brooding man of desires, fade into 
the shade of a rake: 
And a poet who knew breezes dusk and shiver be now 
but a babbling brook: 


And Shelley, transient as mist on marsh and sped by 
Ariel’s wings, 
Be analyzed with pedantry in theses on free love. 
I ponder often and wonder often and puzzle over these 
things; 
Such as why a flame should blaze and die while worms 
are slow to move; 
And why the great of yesterday blow as dust on the 
winds of to-day; 
And who ordained time and invented the hours, 
Or arranged in an arbitrary way 
That I should be born in the age that is ours 
And in ironic mood sent me life too late 
To meet the ones I crave to meet; the Annotated Great. 


EvELYN RocHe 
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REVOLUTIONARY AID ADDS NEW DIMENSION TO 
CHRISTMAS IN THE HOME 


magical properties of ultrasonic sound waves for 

important industrial jobs such as mixing hot 
chocolate to improve standards of smoothness and 
wrappability round ice cream, or packing mustard tight 
in the tin so that there is no annoying air space round 
the particles. Now, straight from the laboratory, 
“SIVOX” offers you the advantages of silent sound 
right in your home! Think—an electronic slave on 
your hearth-rug this Christmas! For that is what 
“SIVOX” literally means. With a “SIVOX” Silent 
Sound Producer, this Christmas will be different from 
any you have had before. Banish drudgery this festive 
season! Do away with chapped and cracked hands, 
laugh at dirty table-cloths! Enjoy your leisure hours 
while “SIVOX” cracks the nuts! 

Previously you have had to make do with old- 
fashioned audible sound. All this could be used for was 
conversation, music and the like. “SIVOX”’ silent 
sound, the modern sound, goes further than that. It can 
work for you, the whole day long, easily, noiselessly. 
“SIVOX” cuts out many of the domestic jobs that make 
women haggard, tired and restless wrecks and ruin 
76 per cent of Christmases in this country alone. This 
is not all. “SIVOX” is also a source of entertainment 
and will amuse the children for hours. 

(The information which follows may appear to be 
technical and difficult to understand. The makers of 
“SIVOX”, however, are confident that it will be worth 
while to make a special effort to grasp the principles of 
silent sound clearly described. Only when these basic 
principles are firmly established in your mind will you 
be able to get the best out of your “SIVOX” Silent 
Sound Producer, the modern miracle of acoustical 
science.) 

WARNING. Do not switch on until you have read 
these notes carefully. 


f= some time past scientists have been using the 


* + * # * 


What is silent sound? Silent sound is no new thing 
in itself. Joshua used ultrasonics to blow down the 
walls of Jericho, although he was not aware of it. You 
may have seen dog whistles which emit no sound when 
blown. This is because the sound emitted when blown 
is beyond the range cf the human ear but not beyond 
the range of a dog’s ear, which can hear it. Therefore, 
the whistle would not attract a human being but is an 
arresting noise to a dog. This has been proved scien- 
tifically by many experiments with dog’s ears, real and 
artificial. Sound which is beyond the range of the human 
ear is called “ultrasonic” by scientists. This is the 
kind of sound which “SIVOX” produces. 

Silent sound is produced by the high frequency 
oscillations of a quartz crystal (the piezo-electric effect). 


Why Not Make This Christmas Ultrasonic? sy roy nersert 





The effect was discovered in 1880 and remained for 
decades without practical application. Its first use was 
in the first world war when it was used to detect under- 
water objects, these objects being important at the time. 
The quartz crystal is a hexagonal prism terminated at 
each end by apparent hexagonal pyramids which, if you 
look carefully at the crystal, will be seen to be, in fact, 
a pair of complementary rhombohedra. This is the 
test of a true quartz crystal and will enable you to detect 
sub-standard or spurious quartz crystals when buying 
spare parts. (Always ask for “SIVOX” quartz crystals 
by name.) 

It is obvious from this that the symmetry about the 
axis joining the vertices of the pyramids is not hexagonal, 
but trigonal. This is the important point (Factor H) of 
“SIVOX”. When an ordinary electric current is 
passed through the crystal it expands and contracts 
three ways at once, thus producing silent sound. 

If you have read the above carefully and understood 
it, you are now equipped to use “SIVOX” to its 
fullest advantage. 

The equipment is simplicity itself. On the top of the 
“SIVOX” is a bowl-shaped metal attachment, com- 
pletely adjustable to any position. On the escutcheon 
is a dial with a knob control for the pointer and an on-off 
switch. Also with the equipment, but separate from it, 
is a polyvinyl chloride box, with one side removed. 











CHRISTMAS WITH YOUR “SIVOX” 

“SIVOX” is particularly useful at the festive 
season. Some of the things it will do are now described. 

Indoor or outdoor snow. With “SIVOX” you can 
have snow when and where you want it. No more 
waiting for Dame Nature’s whims! Turn the dial to 
2°5. Throw up into the air a teaspoonful of the white 
powder in the packet marked “Long chain polymerized 
methyl acrylate.” Switchon. Immediately the methyl 
acrylate will expand to the size of an average snowflake 
and fall gently for up to half an hour. The contents of 
one packet are sufficient to cover an ordinary tennis 
court with a drift eight feet thick. Carefully used they 
will be enough for you to keep snow falling throughout 
the holiday. The snow will not melt and will not 
cohere to form snowballs. It can easily be disposed of 
in cart-loads when the guests have gone. 

Mixing and cooking the Christmas pudding. 

“SIVOX” revolutionizes this task. No more wrist 
aches! No more unbalanced puddings with all the 
raisins on one side. Simply place the ingredients in a 
mixing bowl (except orange peel) in the polyvinyl 
chloride box. Turn control to 3°2. Switch on. In ten 
seconds the pudding will be mixed, the ingredients being 
distributed uniformly over the whole pudding area. 
Now turn the control to 98. The pudding will be 
cooked from the inside out in five minutes! Your guests 
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will ask how you do it as they pass their plates for a 
second helping of this new taste sensation! 

Neutralizing stomach acid. Many Christmases are 
ruined by indigestion. “SIVOX” banishes this bogy 
once and for all. After you have eaten your fill, place 
the polyvinyl box, open end outwards, on the abdomen. 
Adjust the metal bow! until it points directly in. Turn 
the control to 60. Switch on. In ten minutes the 
silent sound waves have done their soothing work, 
seeking out the corners where acid lurks and gently 
neutralizing it. After this treatment the contents of 
your stomach could not harm the most delicate carpet! 

Ageing whisky. We should all like to give our guests 
the best this Christmas, but modern prices put this out 
of the reach of most of us. Now you can make ordinary 
whisky into the equivalent of the finest liqueur that 
Scotland makes! Watch the delighted smiles of your 
guests as they taste the “SIVOX” irradiated Scotch! 
Place your bottles in the polyvinyl chloride box. Turn 
the control to 64. Switchon. Half an hour afterwards 
you are the proud possessor of bottles of a whisky that 
is good enough for the gods! Silent sound waves have 
aged it so that connoisseurs will think they are sampling 
whisky that is twenty years old! 

Removing stains. Many a housewife’s Christmas has 


been ruined by thoughts of the washing drudgery after the 
Now she can laugh and sing with everyone 


festivities. 
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“You were doing a steady thirty-five all along the Front, sir.” 


“Weill—I had a following wind.” 


else. Place all stained linen in a bowl filled with 
tepid water. Turn control to 4:8. Adjust metal bowl 
until it points to centre of laundry. Switch on. Watch 
the amazing silent sound waves shake the dirt out! A 
full sized family wash can be done in half an hour! 

Laying ghosts. Although some enjoy them, most 
people are not enthusiastic about ghosts. If you are 
troubled by one of these irritating manifestations, simply 
turn the control to 12°3 and switch on. Any normal 
ghost will be disintegrated in a flash. No intangible 
spectre can stand up to inaudible sound! 

Many other uses can be found for your “SIVOX”. 
The above are merely some suggested uses. You can 
have endless fun experimenting with the control set at 
various points, Silént sound will call all the dogs in the 
neighbourhood, causing roars of laughter. Silent sound 
will scare birds away from any area. It will remove 
ash from cigars and cigarettes without the smoker being 
aware of the agency! Wearing apparel can be made to 
shake while on the wearer! 

“SIVOX” can be used at other times than Christ- 
mas. Larger models are available which will vibrate 
concrete and cut down trees. Send for a complete list. 
AC/DC models at little extra cost. Special finishes to 
order. 

MAKE YOURS A SOUND CHRISTMAS! 
“SIVOX” THIS YEAR! 


GIVE 


Arena at Arles 


ARTARIN DE TARASCON in all the bookshops, 
Prints by Van Gogh, Provengal cottons and garlic. 
And Daudet strings it together, fetching 
Back the past as easily as his donkey, 
The sails of his mill stiff against child’s blue, 
L’ Arlésienne and the bridge painted from straw 
Pigment, a half-remembered Chinese etching. 


The voice returns, droning Neat, next, translate 

A passage, Vansittart, Ross, politely, Would it bore you ! 
While all the time summer was cramming our nostrils— 
Cut-grass, roses, a cricket match going on 

Somewhere, far away as our minds 

Never much oceupied with Daudet and his mill, 

But rehearsing desire, conjugating the blank horizon. 


Now that afternoon and this gently spill 

Two decades together, men repriring the arena 

For the Sunday corrida, bells ringing out sunset 

From St. Trophime—or is it the bell 

For evening chapel, prep, the long dream ? 

But the blank has been scrawled on, graffiti 

On the heart scarred like this scorched stone, 

Over which clouds now drift from the Camargue, 

Bearers of storm, a Past in which we move alone. 
ALAN Ross 
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Cupid in the Constablewick 


Officer’s Complete Guide. The Compiler, John Paul, 

Esq., prefaces it with the opinion that it will be 
“not only a complete, but a practical guide to officers, 
whether constables or otherwise, under every predieca- 
ment to which they can possibly be liable.” But from 
examination of the pages something emerges which 
suggests that the learned Mr. Paul did not know 
everything. 

The book was published in Holborn, London. It 
was bought and used in a remote district of West Wales, 
in the village of Eglwys Fach and the parish of Ysgubor 
vy Coed, set between the high top of Plinlinrmon and 
the low shore of Cardigan Bay. David Jones bought 
the book and the reason is plain. The pages from 126 
to 176 containing the Duties of a Constable lie flat and 
have their corners dogs-eared to mark important 
paragraphs. 

Some of the earlier seribblings show a mind respectful 
of duty but inquiring. Eglwys Fach would be on the 
ancient turnpike road. And so important a thorough- 
fare would bring important issues into David’s “Vill or 
Constablewick.” Arrest (from the French arréter) is 


Te book was published in 1806: The Parish 


noted as being a grave matter though the situation is 
clear enough “where a person is seen issuing from a 
house where a murder has been committed with a bloody 
knife in his hand.” Affray (from the French effrayer) is 


a tougher proposition altegether. But the notes on 
this may belong to a later period in the history. 

For there is an unconstabulary entry on page 137 
between Tipplers and Members of Parliament:* ‘‘ David 
Jones, late of Tirbach and now of Lower Benlan, and 
Mary Jinkins, late of Warm-Wood Farm. In love. 
Abide till death. Feb. the 28th, 1808.” It is a solemn 
record yet somehow pleasing in its assurance that even 
in the affairs of the heart a constable knew his duty. 
Neither he nor Mary were Passing Vagrants; they had 
a place of Origin and a place of Settlement and their 
engagement was no casual thing, 

But a new note supervenes. Several, in fact; for 
David Jones is writing music, writing it in the margins 
of his book. Even the fair text is invaded by the vaulting 
arpeggios and the lines of law are interspersed with 
verses. They are words and music of his own composition. 
Perhaps Mary did not eare for long hours spent in 
turning the pages of this Manual of Constablewickery, 
even in preparation for Constablewifery. She must 
have demanded some other reading which David was 
happy to provide. Foolishly happy, alas. For another 
and female hand appears writing a new name. A quill, 
not held in David’s orderly fingers, repeats in a scroll of 
hearts and a staggering excited flourish the adored 
name: “Evan.” Evan Pryse, as it elsewhere turns out. 

~ Evan? David Jones’s last composition, itself 
showing signs of agitation, has the words: “To be 
together is delight. But beware of him with the cloven 
tongue and the cloven hoof.” There is added a 
significant comment: “10 p.m.” 


BY ALUN LLEWELLYN 


The serpent has entered upon the idyll of Ysgubor 
y Coed. One Evan Pryse, the thought of whom 
made David study his duties with a new and sterner eye. 
Evan must have been a seaman such as would touch 
in from distant voyages at the port a little way north. 
A reiving drawlatch of a man, loud with alien oaths. 
For the name Evan Pryse appears as a sort of leading 
case annotated against such entries as; * Profane 
Swearing. Ifa day-labourer, common soldier or common 
seaman, | shilling... If such seaman shall not pay the 
penalty, he shall be ordered to be publickly set in the 
stocks for one hour...” And court-martialled, too; 
see page 166. Have at thee, Evan Pryse! 

Yes, Evan was a mariner. And we can imagine 
the stage set for the clinvax—we have all the materials 
handy. The constable, keeping watch by night as 
distinct from ward by day, for it is surely 10 p.m., meets 
the Mariner, new-come from haunting the seas and now 
haunting Mary Jinkins. Perhaps the mariner is fresh 
from an alehouse, for the air is filed with hot words 
and contumely from him, 

‘Have @ care,” says David, “You seem to threaten 
an Affray from the French effrayer. And I warn you, 
although I as Petty Constable may myself be a sufferer 
from the same and may be supposed partial in my own 
cause, yet I may not only defend myself but have good 
damages. Page 134 in my book.” 

“A fico for your book,” sneers Evan the Mariner. 








veer 


—. 
eerrt 
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“Had a wonderful view of 
the Cup Final last night.” 


“] would arrest you now as a breacher of the peace 
in my view,” said David, “and imprison you in my own 
house, the stocks not being handy, if Mary were not 
likely to come there. 

“A murrain on your stocks!” growls the Mariner. 

“No Profane Swearing,” David advises him. “Nor 
Tippling in an Alehouse. No Stealing of Lead, let 
the And above all, no Night 
Walking with your tapping on Mary’s window. Or I 
shall arrest you, from the French arréter, twenty-one 
Jacobus Primus caput seven section five. Which is to 
sliow you have no advantage in vocabularies over me.” 
With which he removes himself at a high constabulary 
pace and leaves the Mariner caught short in stays. 

But Mary’s heart was set for sea. From the book 

Had 
Evan / 
make the sad conclusion 


alone swinging of it 


a number of the bottom margins have been cut. 
she been sending surreptitious messages to 
Internal evidence seems to 
certain, 

“Fly with me,” “And I will win 
you kingdoms greater than any Vill or Constablewick.” 

“But,” hesitated the faithless Mary Jinkins, “he 
will come after us with Hue and Cry and Posse Comitatus 
and Suit on Common Fame!” 

“T have it,” breathed Evan. 
you, 


} ® . 
whispered Evan. 


“Take his book with 
For without that he will know nothing and be 
powerless, Like that Prospero of whom my old mate 
Trineulo told me on make-and-mend in the doldrums of 
the Sargasso Sea.” 
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So it was done. David Jones was left without his 
love, without his book. Perhaps without his Constable- 
wick, for he could have had little heart left for anything. 
In the years that follow, other hands have scrawled the 
pages, childish hands and signatures. A William, a 
Mary, even (with little tact) a David Pryse. 

But that is not all. The last Pryse, John, of tender 
years, inscribed his name proudly in 1842. From that 
faded century comes a picture of children playing at 
constables in the turnpike road, empty now that the 
railway has thrust its arm across the country. There is 
a sudden Hue and Cry, an Affray in tears and dust, an 
Asportation more or less Felonious as you choose to 
judge it. Then—an old wrong righted and an ancient 
feud played out. 

In pencil against the name of every Pryse there is 
imprinted a bold “No!” And across the title-page in 
uneven and panting triumph the words: ‘Now 
book has come to me. And my name is in it now. 
now it is mine. Signed, Davit Jjones, 1842.” 

The constable was avenged. And by another David, 
too young to spell his name correctly. 
I know my Joneses. 


this 
And 


A grandson, if 


Parallel Lives 


YOMPARING Greek and Roman V.I.P.s 
Plutarch wrote books (which nobody now readeth 
Except unfortunate examinees). 
One might pursue this fascinating hobby 
By focusing on two of England’s famous 
Viz., Summerskill and Sitwell, Drs. Edith. 
One, interviewing callers in the Lobby 
Avows herself a total ignoramus 
On the distinction between marge and butter. 
Constituents who have the nerve to mutter 


Dissentient comments threatening rebellion 


Have found themselves received a trifle clammily. 


The other’s verse is frankly unbeholden 

To adjectival or chromatic triteness 
Abraham-bearded Suns eclipse in brightness 
Goddesses (Corn) with golden-lidded eyes, 


While amber dust is bashed about 


one hopes 
By mauve or green or guinea-fowl-plumaged rain 
Whatever else her pen, its nib is golden 

Eliciting the not-so-wild surmise 

That it has never had the slightest doubt 

About the auric richness of the vein 

Mined by the Muses of its owner's family 


The utter dross of what is not Sitwellian. 


D. A. WILKINSON 
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I am not thinking of such crude 

a) symptoms as aching heads, mutinous 

cf or stomachs or imperfect vision. A man 

may have almost a classic hangover 

\ without any of those. He may fee! in al! 

Y obvious and ordinary particulars as fit as a 

/ fiddle; he may look as fit as a double-bass. But 

his whole frame is pervaded by a subtle, inde- 

; finable unease, He feels at once lighter than air, 

and heavier than lead; he feels . .. But exactly 

2 how he feels it will be the purpose of the Trustees 
3 to discover and proclaim. 

It is not even certain that all sufferers feel the 
same. The same man does not always feel the same, Some- 
times he has a headache, sometimes not—though the 
relevant revels, to his recollection, ran a parallel course. 
New, startling, and beneficial facts may well find their 
way to the Museum. There is the important question of 
the Spiral or Multiple Hangover, where, through no fault 
of the sufferer’s, two or three public dinners or occasions 
of celebration come cruelly close together, one thing 
leads to another, and practically no power on earth, 
except boorish abstinence, or a Turkish Bath, can pull 
him out of the spin. This, as a rule, leads to the Classic 
Hangover, where all the symptoms known to the 
drinking population are fiendishly assembled. 

Then there is the mysterious Unmerited Hangover, 

T this period of the New Elizabethan Age it where the sufferer, after reasonable refreshment, goes to 
may perhaps be stated without offence that bed with a clear conscience but wakes in torment. One 
Englishmen have started one or two things school of thought relates this misfortune to the Un- 
@ that later became important on a world basis turned Bottle. Most of us were taught in our youth that 
(3) (lovely new expression, copyright). Captain a newly-opened bottle of whisky should be turned 
Marryat and the International Code, Baird upside-down and shaken slightly: for, if it has been 
and Teleorama (copyright too) spring to the standing long, some deleterious element masses at the 
mind. Se may I shyly mention a project on top and the first man to be served, they say, gets a 
which I have pondered for many years—the damaging dose of whatever it is. There may or may not 
National Hangover Museum ? be substance in this doctrine. If there is, it should: be 
The fiercer sort of teetotaller used to exhibit the more widely known. Many a sufferer has complained to 
livers of deceased clubmen me that he owes his con- 
in bottles to the young. dition to the haste, negli- 


I do not know if it had A Lead for Uneseo By A. P. H. gence, or ignorance of 


much educative effect; some host or barman. Is 
probably not, for even the this a mere excuse? Then 
liver of a pure but over-eating teetotaller is not a very there is the Hangover Manqué, wherea man knows that hie 
edifying spectacle. In any case, their object was anti- has had too much and expects to suffer in the morning, 


social, to discourage the drinking of wine. The purpose but wakes, to his astonishment, offensively like a lark 
of the N.H.M. will be two-fold (each fold pre-social): (1) or stringed instrument. 


to encourage moderate and civilized drinking, not by mysterious but rarer. 
frightening but warning the folk, (2) to assemble and There is the question of precautions and remedies. 
collate in scientific fashion a mass of information which Is it, or is it not, a good thing to drink some (a) milk or 
hitherto has been shamefully neglected, even by the (5) salad oil before going to a regimental reunion! What, 
doctors, even by that great Peeping-Tom, Dr. Kinsey. if anything, can usefully be taken before the totter into 
It is a pretty solemn thought that if your doctor was bed‘ Do any of the chemists’ little doses do the smallest 
a life-teetotaller it would be almost impossible to make good; and are some of them, as alleged, mildly intoxi- 
him understand what a hangover felt like. (Every cating, thus leading the sufferer into a Spirul? The 
doctor, by the way, should be compelled by law to have question of age is important. Does an elderly man’s 
one now and then, teetotal or not, to keep him in touch hangover come easier and stay longer than when he was 
with modern trends. Chemists are all right: chemists, I young! Can you have “a good head” for ever, 
have often felt, must. have been very. wild boys at some Then there is environmert. Some men can drink 
time or other; they have such wonderful understanding steadily all the evening in the home or the local and feel 
. and compassion.) no evil: but after two drinks at a “party” they are 
45 
















































These exhibits are equally 













practically raving. Is it true, as some say, that smoking, 
and a hot, smoky, room, loud conversation, or un- 
congenial company can do as much mischief as drinking, 
or more? Speeches, it is well known, are a powerful 
ingredient of many a hangover. The after-dinner 
speaker ‘‘nerves himself ’’ before the ordeal, and consoles 
himself when it is over. The audience, driven mad by 
the dullness of the speeches, rush out and drink them- 
selves into forgetfulness, Does it really matter if you 
“mix your drinks” —if so, which, and how much? A 
“Harley Street doctor” wrote in one of the papers that 
“mixing” is nothing, the only thing that matters is 
“the total amount of aleohol consumed.” Was he right— 
or are fifty million Britons wrong? Who knows / 

The Trustees of the Museum, as soon as appointed, 
will prepere a model Hangover Chart. Sets of these 
will be sent to all Friends of the Museum who will 
undertake to send in a completed chart whenever their 
condition demands or justifies it. The best of these will 
be exhibited on the walls of the Museum for the in- 
struction of the people. The Trustees, it is hoped, will 
keep in close touch with the National Hangover Museums 


of New York, Paris, and other capitals: and a School of 


Comparative Hangovers, to be provided by Unesco, 
would be the ultimate aim and peak of the whole affair. 
The Chart will be something like this: 


HANGOVER CHART 
Name Address 
Date ‘ se Balase tee Slits 
In what class do you put hangover reported : 
Normal 
Exceptional 
Frightful 
Classic 
Spiral (or Multiple) 
Unmerited 
Manqué 
(Strike out some of these, if you can.) 
Excuse: (Big Success, 
Gathering, etc.) 


Big Disappointment, Family 


When did Intake end ? 

Was Intake If not, 

any intervals—-with approximate duration 

State nature of Intake—i.e. any particular liquids intook, 
with approximate amounts 


Do you call this 


indicate 


“mixing” 4 


Any precautions beforehand, e.g. milk, olive oil, paraffin, 
total abstinence ¢ 

Did you make any speeches ? 

Dak you hemr arly emeeches? 0. ce ccc ser sccenes 

How much did you smoke? .........+6055 ‘ 


Can you honestly attribute your condition to smoky 
sphere, failure to capsize whisky bottle, cigar- 
ash dropped in wineglass, or other external 


At climax of Intake, describe demeanour and be- 
haviour—e.g. quarrelsome, dogmatic, moody, 
morose, merry, inclined to sing, pugilistic, 
tottering, grandiose, sentimental, amorous, 
misanthropic, anecdotal, stuttering, political, 
patriotic, ete 

How did you get home? 
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“Chemists have wonderful understanding and compassion . . .” 


Any remedies before bed ? 

How Dip You Fre. THis Mornine 
(Note: Avoid vague, unhelpful expressions such as “ Like 
Hell.” Full details, please—no shyness: e.g. how did 
you react to conversation, loud noises, children’s merry 
prattle, etc., at breakfast time ?) 

If you took any telephone numbers last night, did they mean 
anything to you this morning?.. 

Any good resolutions?..... 


How Do You Fret Now? 
Give Datre AND TIME 
(See Note above). 
Pog |) Sane 
Turkish Bath ? 


Did you creep into one of those chemists ? 
Any good?.. 


Do you feel that the 
considering that you never wanted to go to the 
party anyhow, and you only went to please 
your wife, your children, your boss, your brother- 
in-law, your old school-friends, your old regiment, 
the secretary of that blasted club (strike out some 
of these, and insert others, if you please), thinking 


ee ee enee 


Thank you. 
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Antonio grows tomatoes 
just like my aunt— 


only better 











| goes another legacy! What the writer really 
meant to say was: “Like my aunt, Antonio grows 
somatoes, only better ones.” 


In fact, Antonio grows such plump, tender tomatoes 
that Heinz have had him under contract for many 
years now, and all his crop finds its way to Merrie 
England. 


It’s the same in many parts of the world. Besides 
the good husbandmen of Britain, there are Antonios 
called Pierre, Giuseppe, Jan, Ranji, each applying his 
“greenfingery” in the name of Heinz. And back in 
the factories in England there are Georges, Berts, Toms 
and Freds with a special skill all their own. What's more, 
there’s a chef from one of Europe’s top hetels. We can 
assure you that he has a very sensitive palate and that he 
makes no small contcibution to the special savoury 
flavour you get in Heinz foods. 


Well, that’s our private United Nations, all working 
to make sure that Heinz foods stay the way you know 
them—absolutely first-class, and very, very tasty. 


HEINZ &) 


, |. HEINZ COMPANY LTD., HARLESDEN, LONDON, N.W.IO 





Father was like 
a bear with a sore head 
when. he found 


we'd eaten all the 


MONK & GLASS 
Custard 





Once you start tucking into the Monk & 
Glass custard it’s very hard to stop. It’s so 


creamy, so tempting, so luscious to the taste. 


Be sure you make enough for second helps! 
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VICTORY 


at the chronometer com- 
petitions of the Neuchatel 
Observatory 1952. 

















Because 
quality and 


' , 129 | 
dependability are me Absolute () Precision 


essentials 


ROLLS ROYCE Y-— | =~ 





record 1951 


are supplied with De | record 1952 


CHAM P] O N . a See 5 N THE BETTER | WATCH 


In improving the precision record for 
: wrist watches, held since 1950, Zenith confirms its technical 
F LUGS superiority and takes a new step towards absolute precision. 


THE 











ws Ask your local 
CHAMPION SPARKING PLUG CO. LTD., FELTHAM, MIDDX, Lenitu Warcu Co. (GT. BRITA'N) Lr Zenith agent or 


je whe WM OL 8s Oke. write to us for his 
i-60Nn 6 ON... UNS cela EARe oS name. 








Jamaica’s and Havana's Best Cigars 


If it’s a matter 
of how to fasten 
one thing 


to another get in touch with 


GIKEN 


GUEST KEEN & NETTLEFOLDS (MIDLANDS) LIMITED 
BOLT & NUT DIVISION: ATLAS WORKS, DARLASTON S, STAFFS. PHONE: DARLASTON 28 


The same fine quality 
Havana wrappers are used 
for both brands of cigars. 


SCREW DIVISION: BOX 24, HEATH ST., BIRMINGHAM, 18. PHONE: SMETHWICK 1441 











Punch, November 2 1953 





MARTELL CORDON BLEU 
A tety fice Lpuenr Grandy 


also CORDON ARGENT and EXTRA 





nm SORDON BLEU 


Levees coonne oneeet 





























* AVAILABLE AT 
MOST LEADING STORES 


Clothes of 
Distinction 


Trade Inquiries to 
VALSTAR LTD., 314 REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.! 


————— 


“se 
| I have used them 


for golf, shooting and walking over a period of 20 


years. They have never let me down and I have always 
been dry shod.” 











LOTUS Veldtschoen 


The only all-leather shoe 
GUARANTEED WATERPROOF 


LOTUS LTO 
STAFFORD 
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Picture him in “flentor 


. Take comfort in the thought of such launderable shirts, 
Sanforized to keep their perfect fit...... see him in the styles 
he likes and see how long they wear 


FOR FATHERS /rom 17/6—FOR SONS /rom 12/6 (average size) 
FOR MENTOR SHIRTS ARE GOOD AT ANY PRICE 
W. M. MILLER & CO. LTD. ESTABLISHED 1877 





How do you like your gin? 
Out of a Seagers bottle. 
I meant, what do you like it with? 
I’m not fussy — pink, French, anything. 
You think only the gin counts”? 
If it’s Seagers. 
That sounds like prejudice to me 


It is. Blind, 


unreasoning prejudice. 


D6 Seager, Bvans & Co Limited. The Distillery, London, 8.2.4 
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THIS YEARS GIFT FOR A LIFETIME- 


Give a Rolls Razor—or a THE ROLLS RAZOR —the world-famous one-blade 
safety. This new “Viscount” model gives a lifetime of 
Vi D Sh: : luxurious shaving with the same hollow-ground blade 
iceroy L/ry Shaver—and you give honed and stropped in its own distinguished ‘new look 
case. Here poner shaving with unequalled economy 
something that will be used eve Price 47/4d. complete, or in attractive Leather Pouch 
s d 7 day Set, with extra blade, 72/2d. 
and treasured for a lifetime! For the man who THE VICEROY —«Twin-Four” Model. with its ultra- 
wide shaving surfaces and precision-cut multiple heads, 
if. +o: ee ”. ' “ gives a fast, silky-smooth and close shave — every time 
prefers the traditional “ wet” shave, the Rolls Razor Wide voltage range (A:C./D C. 90-250v ). Price in 
. beautiful presentation silk and velvet lined case 1§1/6d. 
with its hollow-ground blade and built-in hone and strop is a Other Viceroy models at 113/8d. (A,C./D.C. 90 
250v ) and 94/7d. (A.C. 200-250v.), TWO YEAR 
. ° . GUARANTEE. 
revelation in speed, comfort and economy. For the plug-in-and-shave 


NO ELECTRICITY! Then ask for the perfect hand 
operated dry shaver—the Viceroy “ Non-Electric” 
Model. Just press the lever —and shave! It's as easy 


4 : ; my é that. Pri d.— and, of »a TWO YEAR 
enjoyed! Either way, here is shaving perfection — and superb value for money. GUAR pan 47 7, te: inci : 


enthusiast, the Viceroy gives the smoothest, most efficient dry-shave ever 





Stocked by local dealers throughout the British Isles. Prices include Purchase Tax and apply in U.K. only. 


ROLLS R 


Specialists in Shaving Techniques 


HEAD OFFICE, WORKS & SERVICE: CRICKLEWOOD, LONDON, N.W.2. SHOWROOMS: 193 REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.1 (CALLERS ONLY) 
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L- None Ob AW COMPTON ar 
There is only ONE BEST 


' fi 


: 


Take home a bottle today! 








A medical student from Guys 
For exams laid-in ample supplies 
Of fresh Four Square Yellow* 
— Intelligent fellow !— 

To help him think out bis replies 














Said the Judge to the Clerk, with a frown, 
“Turn the Judicial Bench upside down! 
Stop the case! Close the Court! 

I have suffered a tort— 


Someone's stolen my Four Square Ripe Brown! ’* 


Roared the Colonel: “ Young Smith, I’m dismayed— 
You are smoking a pipe on parade!” 

Then be sniffed at the air: 

“Four Square Green,* I declare— 

What an excellent choice you have made!” 





An affectionate maiden called Fletcher, 
Instead of “I will”, said “ You betcher!— 
The moment I knew 

You smoked Four Square Blue,* 

I vowed I was going to getcher!” 


* 


SIX OF THE BEST, SIR! 
RED. . 4s. 6d. oz. 


Original Matured Virginia... cut from 
the cake, in broken flake form 
BLUE. . 4s. 6d. oz. 
Original Mixture . .a balanced blend of 
Virginia & Oriental Tobaccos 
VELLOW . . 4s. 2d. oz. 
Cut Cake. ..a Virginia type tobacco cut 
from the cake, in broken flake form 
GREEN .. 4s. 2d. oz. 
Mixture . ..a genuine Scottish blend of 
Virginia type and Oriental Tobaccos 
BROWN. . 4s. 2d. oz. 
Ripe Brown . . . a ready-rubbed Navy 
Cut, finely shredded and toasted to a 
rich dark brown 
PURPLE. . 4s. 2d. oz. 
Curlies . . . a blend of Virginia type 
tobaccos, rolled and cut into discs, each 
a complete blend in itself 


Ask for your favourite by colour 


At a concert, while playing Tchaicuffski 
The Maestro cried out “ That's enuffski! 
At such moments I feel 

Four Square Purple’s* ideal— 

Let's knock off and enjoy a good puffski! 


“To smoke Four Square Red® at the wicket” 
Said the umpire, “is simply not cricket. 
| Smoking must cease 





When you get to the crease 
So band me your pouch: that’s the ticket!” 


FOUR SQUARE 





Blending your Four Square Tobacco is a quiet skill, guided by the 
wisdom of 144 years’ experience. There is a mellow honesty about 
each cool slow-burning blend, and a most sociable aroma .. . 
qualities imparted at the blender’s table and sealed in the vacuum tin. 


The least expensive of 


. rare 


of good robaccos 


SUPPLIES TO SMOKERS ABROAD. Four Square Tobaccos 
are readily obtainable in most countries and to others we can despatch 
minimum quantities of 2lbs. British Duty free. If we can be of assistance 
to you please write to: GEORGE DOBIE & SON LIMITED, PAISLEY, SCOTLAND 
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winter journey 


Those of us who have to 
endure an unrewarding 
train journey to business 
every morning throughout 
the winter have been wont 
to remark (despairingly) 
on the idiosyncrasies of 
our fellow travellers. Too 
frequently do we meet 
the man who “ believes 
in fresh air” and too 
frequently, alas, do we meet 
the man who doesn't. It is at 
times like these, when we are 
: . ; either preparing gloomily to 
Nothing under the sun is quite so good suffocate in an airless carriage, 
‘ e. or experiencing the full fury o 
as Aertex for keeping you comfortable. In a ee ee noe a eee 
the heat of the day the thousands of tiny i — = ~/_- ~ Tithey 
. P “ Y Pip ne i enderness of ou ' 

air-cells in the Aertex cellular weave venti- i Radiator, that cheerful little 
4 : I< companion which provides us 

late and cool your body ; yet a8 soon as it ‘ —_ warmth ne on and when | 
turns chilly they insulate you from cold. we need it most. We dwell on 
- it’s virtues ; the fact that it has 
There are Aertex shirts, underwear, pyjamas for - no cords or flexes and can be 
men and boys ; pyjamas, blouses, underwear for taken wherever we go. We re- 
os ‘ : } member how it warms 

women and girls; corsets and babies wear, too! da 


. ; : r | - frigid passages andawkward 
The coupon below will bring you full particulars, pa iti corners in the hall, and we 


bask in the memory of it's 


2 p : warm glow as we step from 
Genuine ails our bath on a cold winter's 
Aertex bears (© night. Nor do we forget F 
this label. en how cheap it is to run or how WE need never worry about threatened fuel cuts 


or increases in the price of coal because OUR TILLEY operates on ordinary 
Parafiin, and burns 12 hours on only 1} pints! 








FREE Illustrated 1953 Catalogue For yoxr copy send this coupon to : ; : 
Advertising Manager, Aertex, 465 Oxford Street, London, W.1. lf you would like to know more about the Tilley Radiator please 


" write to: 
Do you know the name of your nearest Aertex retailer ? ves | NO 


tl ee THE TILLEY LAMP COMPANY LTD. 


Appiess Dept. HT/P, 15 SACKVILLE ST., LONDON, W.1 


@pd 10 











2): UNEMTRONPAYFOTAUSOLAUGUUUL TASTE ASOUAAEA SST 


| “oor” | FELLS YL 


Fovees 9 Sherry FRIEND 


For all Your Shippers of fine wines 
Christmas for a century 
Gift Books 


All new Books available on day 
of publication. Secondhand 
and rare Books onevery subject. 
Stock of over three million 
volumes. 

Foyles have depts. for Gramo- 
phone Records, Stationery, 
Music, Handicraft Materials. 
Subscriptions taken for British, Lh 
American and Continental 


¥ HA TN wk ; 4 va : H PAI) A 
magazines; and we have a first- s F; Qe Ae of = ; , yj 
class Postal Library. : ] ; J i 1 S 
We BUY Books, Stamps, Coins. — F ¥ e dF ee (| f, oe j 
119-125 | ie fie , 
CHARING CROSS ROAD = oI Nei Ws Ae / PROPELLING 
LONDON WC2 = “TF ; ak : 
ade ae Nh ee S PENCIL 
Gerrard 5660 (16 lines) 3 | 4 ot ae og 
Open 9-6 (inc, Sats.) ial . 
Two minutes from ee ’ IN ROLLED GOLD, OR SILVER 
Tottenham Court Road Station FROM LEADING 
NAO A age} a x oo JEWELLERS & STATIONERS 





bf aie 
& qe Nios 


> 


p 


... there must be so many things. Carols, presents, 
stockings, puddings, a tree . . . and, for young and old 
alike, a feeling of home, of being with people who love 
and understand. No one in our care goes short of this 
last ingredient; but will you help us to see that the others 
are there too, for all in our great family? Any gift will 
be most gratefully received by General Albert Orsborn, 


113 Queen. Victoria Street, London, E.C.4. 


The Salvation Army 





N°5 
CHANEL 


W/, helr- genial wermtho ps 
a Winters Jale of sheer deligh t 
Their - feather ht lucur ia 
Hilarie Drea, come trie.. 


Nowhere in the wide, wide world can you find blankets to match the 
winter-snug, summer-light comfort of LAN-ain-cet! Their healthful 
luxury graces the de-luxe cabins of the QUEEN MARY, the QUEEN ELIZABETH 
and the CARONIA, They keep B.O.A.C passengers in cool comfort on 
tropic nights, warm as toast in northern climes. Woven from the purest 
Scotch wool in lovely pastel shades, and cream, LAN-AIR-CEL are 
guaranteed for ten years, and their loveliness will outlast your lifetime to 
become a treasured heirloom, See them for yourself, at any good store | 
By Appointment to the late King Gearge VI @ ao Manufacturers of Lan-Air-Cel Blanket 
me 


. 7, 


McCallum & Craigie lid 


EYANN A SEALE 


THE ORIGINAL CELLULAR BLANKETS 


BED SIZE BLANKETS from 65/- 
BABY BLANKETS from 25/6 


McCALLUM AND CRAIGIE LTD, SHETTLESTON, GLASGOW E,2 
London Showrooms; ROXBURGHE HOUSE, 287 REGENT ST., LONDON, W.1 








Fed up with those 
fiddling, sticking, 
mending and sealing 
jobs about the house? 
Get yourself a 
‘Scotch Boy’ dis- 
penser. This crystal 
clear, self-sealing 
cellulose tape sticks 
cleanly, quickly, in- 
visibly on all surfaces 
— mends the family 
breakages like new. 
There’s no end tothe 
uses you'll find for 
“Scotch Boy.’ Get 
some today. 




















1/14 in a neat red 
dispenser 











REPAIRS 


“§coTcH BOY’ 


RECO TH40t MARE 


THE ORIGINAL 


CELLULOSE TAPE 


Made by the Minnesota Mining & 
cen SS Lad, Adderiey Park. 
rmingham 8 














Alisorts of words 











BURMA CHEROOTS 
Call of the Cast” 
Trial Sen of 8: | 
36/6 


post free 











Imported 
direct from 


the native makers 


GREENS LTD 


Wine & Cigar Merchant: 


34 Royal Exchange, LONDON, E.C.3) 


We invite enquiries for our new list of 
WINES, SPIRITS AND CIGARS 


OLDHAM & SON LTD 





into aor - 
give your car a 
NEW 





DENTON MANCHESTER EST 1865 


above 


groun ad 


yi 


at a atl 


and below 


example of Cleveland’s deep foundation s 


The final stages of] yet another 
. The piers which are to support 





the mile long Neath River Bridge are fignly embedded in the jrock strata, 


78 feet below the surface. For any type of structure, in any of the world, 


Cleveland’s long experience enable them to build to schedule. 


CLEVELAND 


Builders of Bridges & Fabricators of all types of structural steelwork 
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Vent-Axia 
for Better Air 
Conditions 


Simplest 

form of controlled 
ventilation +-~~ 
VENT-AXIA LTD. 9 vicToRiA Sr¥., 8.w.1. 
ABBey 6441 (7 lines) AND AT GLASGOW 


MANCHESTER, BIRMINGHAM LREDS, 
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE. 





A Scottish Coxswain 


Life-boat 


costs £13,000. 
The Lifeboat 
Service has never 
been needed 
more than it is 
today—but like 
everything else, 
it costs more. 
The smallest contribution 


will help, send yours to 


ROYAL NATIONAL 
LIFE-BOAT INSTITUTION 
42, GROSVENOR GARDENS, LONDON, 8.W.1 


Treasurer: 
His Grace The Duke of Northumberland 


Secretary : 
Col. A. D. Burnett Brown, O.B.E.,M.C., T.D.,M.A 


QUEEN ANNE 


ScotcH Wisky 





HILL THOMSON & CO.LTD. 


EDINBURGH Est. I793 


By appointment 
Wine and Spirit Merchants 
to the lote King George Vi 
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is talking 


' 


enced “a first light care in the '5-Stor’ Claas 


























Strike the 


3 Your 
right note 


fork 
trucks 
need 
Nife 


BATTERIES 
OF STEEL 


Repay their original cost 
many times over 


Made of steel—container and plates—a Nife battery 
has great mechanical strength. The almost inert elec- 


The good host strikes the right trolyte is actually a steel preservative, so no deteriora- 
notebyserving“Black&White”’; ; tion, no self-discharge and no corrosion of terminals. 
it is the drink most appreciated 
by his guests. How could it be ~ ; 
eet when the pick of See, of discharge. Maintenance costs are practically nil. 
the finest Scotch Whiskies ; Install a Nife—years and years of trouble-free service 
are blended in the special 
“Black & White” way. 


In addition a Nife will withstand the heaviest rates 


will repay you handsomely for your investment. 


(N.B.—Nife batteries are not yet available for private 


pm 59 cars or domestic radio.) 


SCOTCH WHISKY ee 
She Secret ts in the Blending 


ails 3 
By Appointment re * Seotch Whisky Distillers 
to the lace King George Vi. ve SPY) James Buchanan & Co. Led. 
wade 














STEEL BATTERIES 


NIFE BATTERIES * REDDITCH - WORCESTERSHIRE 
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What are silicones, Mr. Sims, Sir? 


The silicones are a most interesting group of materials based on organic compounds of silicon 


To industry the most outstanding merit of silicones is their marked resistance to the effects of intense 

heat and cold. They are used, for example, in jointing and insulating materials fer jet engines and electric motors 
They have other special applications in heat-resistant paints, car polishes, and the shower-proofing of textiles 
Midland Silicones Ltd. are the marketing organisation for the full range of silicone rubbers, resins 


varnishes and fluids, some of which are already being manufactured by Albright & Wilson Ltd 


(@) Chemicals for Industry ALBRIGHT & WILSON: 


49 PARK LANE * LONDON: W 


ALBEtSG HT 2°: WEiLeOon 2 FD * 





Weve set the sage 
fe for a happy tome 


Warm in colour and feel, bright and light underfoot! 
BMK mothproof carpets give you all the glowing life and springiness 
of Scotch Blackfaced sheep wool, Blended with other fine wools, by 
skilled Kilmarnock craftsmen. You'il find an appealing range of 
patterns and colours in these strong BMK carpets. 
The home that is bright with BMK is bright 
with the best! When you’re looking 
for carpet value, always look 
for the BMK label! 


MOTHPROOF* 
CARPETS & RUGS 


* Every BMK carpet aang permanently moth- 
proofed —even washing, dry-cleaning and wear- 
and-tear won't affect this BMK mothproofing. 


BLACKWOOD MORTON KILMARNOCK 


ene 


&u>> 
* 





Quality Furniture has 


BRITISH 
LEATHER 


UPHOLSTERY 


For long life and comfort there’s nothing like leather 








ROYAL VENTON 
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It it’s 
Nestlé’s 


its good— 






VOEY 


200d ! 





A hearty breakfast ...a morning 


snack... a full-course meal... with 












Nescafé to complete their 
enjoyment. There’s always time for Nescafe. 
Nescafé is prepared from a choice 
blend of coffees, and like all 
Nestlé’s good things, enjoys a 
world-wide reputation for taste, 
purity and goodness. 


Ask for NESTLE'S — always! 













NESTLE’S CREAM MILO 


Pure sterilized Cream 1 Nestle's Chocolate 
. ¥ Flavoured Food 

... dehcious with 3 

fresh, stewed, bottled tae Drank TH PF 


f Health 





IDEAL MILK NESTLE'S SWEETENED ne 


CONDENSED MILK 














Full-Cream 










Unsweetened Condensed 
Milk. “Dehicrous with 


il Prov” 





“Richest in Cream" -_: 
sow 

An old favounte in millions \ verre: | 
— 


of tamil 
























or tinned trurt, 












“HOME-MADE” 
CHOCOLATES 


RICORY NESTLE’S HOMOGENISED FOODS NESTLE'S MILK CHOCOLATE 







Nestlé’s new Quick 
Coffee-and-Chicory Drink 










A grand assortment Vegetables Broths and 


Frurts, in the move 


The old and cherished 


favourite in the 








as fine as only Nestle's 








Quality at low price 





can make them Digestible torm for Babse red and gold wrapper 



















——— 
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Be groomed in 


the grand manner 
with a LUXURY 
brilliantine 


Cassons 
IMPERIAL £8 LEATHER Britiiantines 


CUSSONS SONS & CO. LTD, 84 BROOK STREET, LONDON W.! 


SH MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS IMPERIAL LEATHER TOILET SOAP 








ARVEYS of Bristol 


— whose wide knowledge of wines 
is freely at your disposal — 


Suggest that you take this opportunity of benefiting 
from their accumulated wine wisdom of 150 years as 
demonstrated in these three sampling cases. 


Bristol Dry Sherry and 
When you'd rather have ‘ sy : Directors’ Bin Port 
one of his than one of yours : - fff» 
—that’s the time to ¢ 
change your brand. A change 
to Philip Morris may prove a 1 Bott. 
pleasant change. They are ‘ \ Shite, ” Bristol Dry Sherry ... 25/6 
definitely different and that ~ | Ce -~ i 1 ey OP ali ees 38h 
difference means finer 
flavour, richer aroma, more 
smoking pleasure. 
Try a packet today 





Each being the finest example of 
its kind shipped to this country. 


Including carriage and packing 49/6 


Twenty for 3/9 


A NEW selection of Sherries from 
CALL the famous Bristol Milk Cellars 
FOR SFE | oN The modestly priced sherries in this 


Wf \ new selection, ranging from pale dry 
y a S\, Fino to rich brown, are perfect 
uncommonly good cigarettes ((( ) ot Sor seucedan Se. 
1 Bort, Club Amontillado, dry 19/- 
1 Bort. Select Shooting, 
full golden 19/6 


e Hi we ee AV Z | 1 Bott. Fino, light pale dry... 20/- 

Fe HH) hans , ALE =¥\|| 1 Bort. Falanda, 
aVv u ri e Me 3 Bi 1} Z Co = superior rich golden ... 20/6 
ae bios \ /) 1 Bott. Old Fashioned Brown 20/6 


e aaa eG S————_—SSE=___Y Including carriage and packing 99/6 
indeed... , 


FREE We also include with our compliments a } bottle of our “Hunting 
Port” an example of a fine old Tawny Port which we offer at 22/- a bottle, 








For more years than she 
perhaps cares to remember 

she’s been packing the London SSEU A 

theatres — the idol of everyone | * THE CONNO! R’S CASE 

who sees her. But she knows that “Sen i Ji ———S™S!’ —consisting of four dry sherries 
her success rests on just one thing — S Ee ; Vij, . of exceptional * we 

in always giving of her best. 


1 Bort. Reina Victor 
She realises that the true proof of rare old hie wg ‘dry 28/6 


greatness is the ability to serve, and | service for over 58 years, are directly | > tha j "4 i : mh hong age 
serve well,the thousands whosupport | in line with her own philosophy 2 aes G | 4% Bort. Manzanilla, 
her. When she backs her fancy on a | of life. They are the reasons that ; Gj E a light pale, very dry 
race she chooses to do so with the | have made Cope’s acknowledged ||| ; ||| 1 Bort. Bristol Dry, 
i] y AN 4 j very superior old fino 
House of Cope. For she and Cope’s | as the finest firmofturfaccountants | Liar a } 
have much in common. The | in the world today. Cope’s serve SS 2 ip Including carriage and packing 9O/= 
courtesy, ¢fficiency and integrity | sportsmen all over the world. S = 
that have so distinguished Cope’s | Why not let them serve you, too? FREE Wea che include with our  conigiensints a } bottle of our “Directors’ Bin” Port, 


the supreme example of a very superior old tawny port which we offer at 24/- a bottle. 
ire send mea free copy of your illustrated ore Tl 








(lam over 








| Name 


You con dep lon By Appot Wine Merch ag lo the late King George V1 


pe Ht) a) Meee JOHN HARVEY 


ls iw) & SONS LTD., 12, DENMARK STREET, BRISTOL, 
own i . 











l THE WORLD'S BEST KNOWN 


County hh TURF ACCOUNTANTS ~~ London Office 
PU 


Founded 1796 
: 40 King Street, St. James's, $.W.1 

















No other spirit goes so far and gives so much pleasure to so many 
varied tastes; it is the finest investment a host can make. Here 
are just a few of the many good drinks made with this delectable 
rum. 


Planters’ Punch—3 parts ‘Myers’ to one fresh lemon juice. 2 tea- 
spoons sugar syrup and a dash of Angostura Bitters per glass. Shake 
well. Pour into tall glass half filled with cracked ice. Garnish with 
cherry, orange slice, sprig of fresh bay leaf or mint. Serve with straws. 


Myers Cocktail—2 parts of ‘Myers’ to one part fresh orange juice. 
Add 6 drops fresh lemon juice and a dash of Angostura Bitters per 
glass and shake well with ice. Serve in cocktail glasses. 


Myers & Ginger Ale—Mix ‘Myers’ and a good ginger ale to your 
liking. Add a drop or two of fresh lemon juice and serve with ice. 


Myers Hot Toddy—This is in a class by itself. 
Pour a measure of ‘Myers’ into a cup or glass. 
Add boiling water and juice of half a lemon. 
Serve with a sprinkling of nutmeg or cinnamon. 


Ask your dealer or write to address 
below for a copy of Myers Recipes. 


THE DARK & MELLOW RUM - 


importers : Gillespie Bros. & Co. Ltd. Ling House, London, EC2 





JAMAICA BOTTLED | 
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in bars 


in ships on trips 


| 
i 
| 
} 
} 
I 
| 
} 


whatever the day’s activities 
PESCO underwear is the 
discriminating man’s close 
and sympathetic companion 


If your idea of masculine underwear is that it should 
be snug, warm, superb in styling and entirely com- 
plementary to the cut of your outer clothing—then 
you, Sir, are a discriminating man. None other than 


Pesco can satisfy your demands. 


Make your personal choice from the 
wide range available, in both pure 
wool and silk-&-wool at Men's 
Outfitters everywhere. We shall be 
happy to send the name of gour 
nearest stockist on receipt of a 
postcard. 


PETER SCOTT & CO. LTD- HAWICK -SCOTLAND 


Fw 
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re you a 
uperma 








You enjoy a ready response from your engine as soon as 
you put your foot down—on BP Super. You get smoother 
acceleration, a longer drive in top and more miles per 
shilling. 


The true BP Superman also uses BP Energol—the oiliest oil. 


is the trade-mark of 
ANGLO-IRANIAN OIL COMPANY, LIMITED 
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ROSS Ss Belfast Ginger Ale 


Still the best non-alcoholic drink ever devised by man; but there is nothing 
to prevent the discreet addition of a little good whisky 


A eee 
[ES ~~ G2 
AN, ) L ( ‘ 
jy ae . c 


I~ 3) 


Industry 


banishes 


costly foam 





How to get rid of foam is a question asked in 

a hundred and one trades. In the making of paints and glues for 

instance — preserves and inseciicides— bitumen and chemicals —just to BATHROOM 
mention a few, Silicone antifoaming agents in amazingly low concentrations i 


in amazin FURNITURE 
speedily banish foam and its problems. - 





with SILICONE MS ANTIFOAM ‘A’ 


Write for full information to :-— 


: MIDLAND SILICONES LTD 

You can buy Book Tokens from any good ai 

bookseller and your friends can exchange 19 UPPER BROOK ST., LONDON, W.1 

them at any bookshop. 36 S/- 7/6 10/6 
12/6 21/- plus 4d for the card. 


- Tel: Grosvenor 4551 


WN LIST FREE FROM 
\~ associate company of Albright & Wilson Led. y 3 =~ IFCO £° LIVERPBOL 3 




















LAMPORT « |- 
HOLT LINE 


SOUTH AMERICA 


Regular Cargo and Passenger Service from 


LIVERPOOL, GLASGOW, LONDON 
AND THE CONTINENT TO 


BRAZIL & RIVER PLATE | 


also between NEW YORK, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE 


the liqueur of 
For perticulars opply :— 


the Apricot 
LAMPORT & HOLT LINE LTD 


Roya! Liver Building, Liverpool, 3 (Tel. : CENtrel 5650); 85 Grace- 
church Sereet, London, E.C.3 (Tel. ; MANsion House 7533); or Agens 
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Can you get out of this 


This one’s easy — but when it 
comes to designing special springs and 
presswork for a specific job we'll 
gladly help you out. We’ve had nearly a 
century of experience in this 
direction ; designing and turning out 
these parts by the million, and as 
accurately as if we were watch-makers! 


Our expert knowledge is at your service. 


HERBERT TERRY & SONS LTD REDDITCH ENGLAND 


pir Food 


RED HEART ; 


‘S: ) The tdeal food tor both Cats and Dogs 


eon Ges OF JOHN MORRELL & CO. LTD. LIVERPOOL AND LONDON 
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Norseman 


Quality BRITISH SEAGULL 
Raincoats 


for men’s, ladies’ and 
children’s wear 


“The best- Gutboard 


Ask for a **‘ NORSEMAN”’ 
High-class outfitters usually 


stock them. 


The ** NORSEMAN”’ D.B, Raglan 
Raincoat in union and finest quality 


wool gaberdine. THE BRITISH SEAGULL CO. LTD 


Made by A. B. HARGREAVES & Co. Ltd. CHORLEY -LANCS. | = POOLE. DORSET. —Telephone» POOLE 218 
RATTRAY’S 


neu { Se eile. 
(OLD GOWRIE 


4 f M | N G : 0 N SS 3 ; F O 

a San 2 N, bs : - ; + — po nan 
4) * a SS pve REE TOBACCO 
ce ” vele 2 ; Ai” ae oe 


has friends in most parts of 
With the ; neds | ee i the wee They sepnets 
mn Z many different callings an 

Amazing Miracle Tab | : livein many differentclimes 
eS - yetall would acknowledge 

a communion of taste. The 
smoker of Old Gowrie is a 
man whose palate appre- 
ciates the tranquil charm of 
pure Virginian leaf and 
whose instinct responds to 
the inherited craftsmanship 
of those who mature and 
blend it. When all is said 
and done, are not those the 
characteristics of a connois- 





For the small professional | NS sour? 


From Maryland, U.S.A 


or business office 


Here's Remington's latest —a low-cost office 
typewriter in personal size, Office-riter does 


Your kindness surpasses your 
tobaccos (which, incidently i am find- 
ing more pleaswreable with each 


succeeding pipefal), but by a slim 
margin. Your letters, packed with 
that certain personal touch, so rarely 
found in American business men, cre 
very much appreciated. 


all standard business duties — correspon- 
dence, invoicing, carbon copying and stencil 
cutting. It has a full 11 inch carriage and 
extra long 103/10 inch writing line. Out- 
standing features include Miracle Tab, light 
segment shift, direct-set visible margins, 
line-finder, simplified ribbon changer, ONLY from ; 
crystal-clear printwork and fast responsive 


action. for those who appreciate craftsmanship CHARLES 
Made in Great Britain, nome mo ; 
SLE 2S (ess) CONSTRUCTORS... | 200. 
" , Tob Bi 
descriptive leaflet to; |Hire Purchase synch ess i re Kee 
oe ae) Tom Availabe} STEEL EQUIPMENT FOR OFFICE AND FACTORY apres Regent 85) 
z Issued by Constructors Group, Tyburn Rd., Birmingham 24. * ERDington 1616. Londo 
1-19 New Oxford St, London, W.C.1 Office ; 98 Park Lane, W.1. MAYfair 3074. And at Manchester, Leeds cad: pooraameetn. 


class dealers ; write for £42 . 0 . 0 
Fhand Lot Please send for Catalogue P/760 


To be obtained 














Price £0/- per Ib., Post Paid. Send 20/4 
for sample quarter-lb. tin. 





cht Nt tnt 





a The Finest Liqueur 
vy | ° em at any time 


Indispensable in; 
& Cocktails 

*& Fruit Salads 

& Grape Fruit etc. 


QUALITY 
UNSURPASSED 


A Sovereign Name 
—a Sovereign Whisky 


Sete taperters 


W. Glendenning & Sons Ltd. Newcastle upon Tyne 6 
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The 


TIME 


WATCHMAKERS 


A ' 
. \a 





This man is always moving 


He’s the son of the son of the son of a Swiss watchmaker. He has made good 
Swiss watches for thirty years. But the watches he made even ten years ago were 
very different from the watches he makes now. Swiss watchmaking keeps moving; 
and he with it. 

He has the world’s most up-to-date equipment. Many of his watches wind 
themselves. Many can go into the sea and come out unharmed. Many can bump 
against a doorhandle without losing a second. And every one of these advances 
was pioneered or perfected by the Swiss. 

So even though you've had a good Swiss jewelled-lever watch for years, you can 
have a still bettzr one now. 

But get it at a qualified jeweller’s—for when you choose skilled workmanship 
you need skilled advice. The jeweller alone can give you full choice from the 
latest good Swiss jewelled-lever watches. He alone can help you to choose wisely. 
He alone can keep your good watch in good order all its long life. 


Your jeweller’s knowledge is your safeguard 
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By Appointment 
Gin! Distillers 
tothe late King George VI 


Maximum Prices: Per Bottle 33/9; Half-Bottle 17/7 
Quarter-Bottle 9/2; Miniature 3/7. U.K. only 


Punch, November 2 1953 


and your ‘ French ; 
will be perfect... 


Weed the peigect way to 4ewe 


~» Gin and French. } Gin, }§ Noilly 
sts Prat. 
~~ Bronx Cocktail. } Noilly Prat, 
ve } ttalian Vermouth, 4 Gin, Juice of 
} orange. 
sv Short Noilly Prat. Neat with a 
" gest of lernon peel squeezed into the 
vermouth, then dropped into it. 
~» Long Noilly Prat. 
: Pour two fingers of 
Noilly Prat into a 
tumbler, add ice, 
top with soda. 


BLENDED AND a 
Z oe BOTTLED IN THE 
i. a LARGE BOTTLE 
eget 


er, iN FRANCE 


~ <e Prat 


— by insisting on Gin and Noilly Prat 
you ensure getting Gin and * French’ 


Wr. Chas. Anderson & Co. 8 Lime Street, London, E.C.3 


goonaeryr irresistible 


Ww Sg a 


wows The World's Finest Sia 
waws SALTED NUTS = 


CASHEW NUTS 


-+» flavour sealed in Air-tight Ti Tins 


H. S$. WHITESIOE & CO LTO, LONDON, S.E.S 
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WO CASES OF GOOD HUSBANDRY 


GOOD HUSBANDRY (the first 
of blessings, according to Virgil’s Georgics 
is to know how to separate wheat from 
chaff: how to select sound stock : how to 
choose good things that last well. 

LIKE MANY of the best things of 
life—claret, wood and leather are examples 
Clydella does more than last well: it improve 
with age : it weathers. This is a good reason 


for buying shirts, and pyjamas, in Clydella 


The Clydella Town-and-Country Shirt 

These are also weekend and everyday, winter and summer shirts. They have no 
close season. ‘They are smooth, slightly on the lightweight side: hence the 
eternal air of correctness. ‘They are made in a good range of close checks, dogstoot! 


such as you see here, and plain colours, 49/6. 


Clydella Pyjamas 

These have a softness and lightness—and yet a great warmth WILLIAM HOLLINS & CO LTD 
that adds a lot to the pleasures of sleeping, They may be 

had in both flamboyant and discreet stripes and in good 2 SMNIGHI 
straight colour 59/6. Your usual store should have their . WEAK 


Autumn stocks in now. VIVFLLA HOUSE NOTTINGHAM | 
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IF IT SHRINKS WE REPLAC! 
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2 / Frnare old Mahlaned Why A 


Scotch Whisky which seems to have 
captured the sunshine of the barley 


.. the tang of the peat smoke . . the 


mellowness of great age .. Whisky 


with a fragrant bouquet, a gracious 
mellowness, and a genial flavour that 
warms the heart . . such is DEWAR’S 


‘White Label,’ a rare old Scotch Whisky. 


SCOTLAND’S PRIDE— “@ 


THE WORLD’S CHOICE \® 
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